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P Books of this Kind, it ought 
to be the peculiar Study of the 

Collector, to ſuit the Tas TE of 
ALL:—A Taſk highly difficult! 
Yet the Eplron of this Col. 
LECTION hopes his Endeavours . 
will meet with Approbation; zs 
Excellence and Var tety have been 
his chief Care. | 


Vocal. Music is ſo generally 
admired and practiſed, —that any 
. Thing in Commendation is deem-_ 

ed unneceſſary here, 


=. 


AND 
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PREFACE. 


Ap as to ToAsTs, | NTI- 
MENTS, &c. the moſt fa /bionable 
will be inſerted ;—the, e 
and obſcene totally excluded. 


9 


| Taz PUBI.ISHER returns is 
grateful Acknowledgments t to thoſe 
who have favoured him with Ori- 
ginals; and would be happy. in 
e further Aſſiſtance from 
their poctical Talents. | 
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The — SINGER. 


Scr, COBIDOCD 0 


Singing charms the Bleſs'd above,— 
Angels ſing, and Saints approve. 


PL OD DC ICECA BR ER OPHOQGIAIIICOERS 5 9 


EE how the lovely Anna ſhincs, 
In all the bloom of health ! 
Richer than fam'd Peruvia's mines, 

She's deck'd in rural wealth. 


This is her happy Bridal-day, ff 
This day ſhe's Damon's own | 2 


Bleſs'd ſwain! let ev'ry oper ſav ; A 

Now all his cares are flown | 4 

— * 

Long has young Damon faithſu! been 4 

To Anna, deareſt maid | F 

| Long has his conitancy been ſeen, 4-1. 
But ne he's well repaid. 2 

i To grace their nuptials, hafte away! =. 

Each blitheſt nymph and ſwain : . +, 2 

Ye birds too, celcbratc the day, we 8 4 

And harmony thall reign | Re 


A3 


5 is | 1811 8 


WILLIAM and SUSAN. 27 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ex d Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find: ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to nd fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

Sigh'd „and caſt his eyes below | 
The = ides ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick. as lightning on; the. e * ſtands. 


bY So the ſweet lark, hi d in air, 

huts cloſe his 1 8 

(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt : 

The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 

Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Sufan, Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall. ever true remain ; 


© 


E Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 2 Fd j 


We only part to meet, again; 


X Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart mall be 


The faithful compaſs that fill points Adee. 


Believe not n Fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 

At ev'ry port a miſtreſs find; 


I 5 Jes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 


For thou art preſent whereioe” er I go. 
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The POET TE SINGER. 


If to fair India's 'coaft ud ſail, 


Thy eyes are ſeen in rms Side 4 
Th broth i 


is Afric's ſpicy gate, "LR 
by {int is ivory fo white: © | 
Thus « ev'ry beauteous object that I view; 
Wakes i in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Ske. - 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; _ 
Tho' cannons roar, ſafe from harms, | 
William ſhalt to his dear return: 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sufan's eye 19 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſonis ſpread; 
No longer muſt the ſtay on board : : 
They kiſs' d, ſhe figh” d,—he hung his bead 
Her lefſening boat unwilling rows to 99 5 3 
Adieu! ſhe cries, —and wy 0 her lily hand. 


CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


Sing, and love, and laugh with 1 me : 
pid is my theme of ſtory, : 

'Tis his Godſhip's fame and glory: 85 
How all yield unto his as! Ala | 
Ha! ha! ha! hal ha! hal ha! 


Oer the grave, and o'er the . 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play: Fe 20 
He makes heroes quit their: glory, -/ & $ _ 
He's the God: moſt fam'd in 1* ws He $4508 

Bending them unto his law! © 9151 
* ah ve. 


Ne the time for mirth and glee, 
u 


8 Tue "POLITE SINGER: 


Sly the Urchin deals is darts, 
Withgpt, DFI eee hearts: (ip 1 


Cu lum over. paſſions, ' ; 
Ko rg 8 ok or ls: 5 
Fi 87 U e joy 1 * 
+ Heh hal: Kc. . ä ; 
Some may think ak. theſe. toes * tine, | 
But they're facts wink n and, you : ” 
- = ye maids and.” men, wary, =» 


How you meet before you-marry : 
__ ,Cupid's will is + thaw: 
' Hal! hal der. 8 


Nen e 


1 'D E L 1 3 l 


HE 545 moments no are 

When Ben elia promis rs to be TR 3 
Calm ſtillneſs — o zephyrs move, 
The hour is ſoft, and calls to love. 


1 But hark! . Ms her voice! 
== Lis Delia ung. —ve birds rejoice! _ 
\ 'Y 

! 


; 
z Huſh ev ecze, let. 7 ng: moye 
Poor de Ale Dot fin ing of love. | „ T 


25 2 let this ſoft, de e kee, 


8 Let this 3 grove, 
4 Incline my Fair to . love. - 


> . 
2 4 
8 
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= - Cupid is jeslous of bis, bowl. 


Ss O come then, this is Hymen's hour : 

If Delia does my claim, approve, 

. This is the hour for | Joy and love. ; 
KATE 


The POLITE SER. 9 
"RATE of ABERDEEN. 


Th filvet modus . 8 
82 Steals Ohh through 8 
inding Arm, 


* wanton in the, w 


Whilſt I my. wakeful. vigil 
With Kats ot Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expect wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden . 

And gives the pr 4 May. LE” 8 
The nymphs and ſwai 
The promis d = * 3 

Not HE half ſo er 4 1 2 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 
In tune to fil no 
And ny, es 2 A 
Till n birds diltedck their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: © 
At her approach the Hark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd 
Fond bird! tis not the- AY breaks, | 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blitheſome oer the Shy mead, Fs 


Where elves diſportive play, 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherds. lead, 
Or fing -their love-tun'd lay; 


P GE: A 


* . 


4 4 


3 


be} 


Til May in 1 h rob robe r nigh, 
And Thain a virgin 5 
85 The nymphs and as cxoing cry. 


Here's Kate of Aberdeen! 


10 The \PQUTE:SINGER. 
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And told at Ol 
Glad Mis ſent 22 
To ſummem the Deities 
Blithe Comù weas' y ans 
To guide the g yk * | 
And wy eclar'd there was choice of good cheerz {| 
ct vox e vinkipgs ,- KL 


"ms beak gueſt, 
Sent a meſſage daf mog WOT TEA bun IN. 
_ ; Stinges Re — nh and beſt: 
2 all fwore, 
a N 5 ſo be % 2 1 "Sip A: 
n nge Ran ar | 
3 N=! ws. * * 


A N Us Aide refine! BY! 
\ — he drank ee 
He bow d, being aſx d by the — $74 


And gave the y board an ue erl. 8 N 
ö But ere be; an, 2 n 2 477 Tn 


i He toſs d off 5% Cang : e 
There” 3 Ae likg. goo qd ti 19uor. the "ops . 1 
great merit, 
. Pee by "= ſpirit, 
His an bad found in our Newcaſtle Beer. 


EY ak 171 ; | Twas 


hk6t DULITE: SINGER. 11 


e n 

enk his pow'rs ; 
4 e wonders . : 4 
fuch — een: 


| J ; * ah | 
| away ſorrows) oe o 
| Apply for A Forum. of Neweatte Deer. 
vw Ko AR 28 ede UT. 
Ire. youngſters, ngſters, ſo Aiisdent, * IM 

YZ Whom like the tholic, rudely inſeſts; 'Þ 
 VTakea —— — — 

And drive the cur Cupid 


44 


Nor lon fond Rome re, | 
rhe et pes a 27 


Get drunk and be jolly, 
And ſmoke o'er a tankard 0 Neweaſtle Beer. 


Ye fanciful folk, fs whom hyße preſcrides, | 
Whom bolus and have harraſs'd to _ 
14. wretches, whom law and her il-looking tribes, 
ve hunted about till you” ** 0 fbreath! | 
Welter an 2 My 


Heres 


No fol kes, RAR . 
No danger ds eee rae! 
Your ſpirits this raiſes 


£ 


Is exerts * et yet 3 DES þ : 
There's freedom and bealth i in ous * Beer. 


++ * 


Say * bY 2 | | The 


* 


12: The POLITE! SINGER. . 


YI 


The, sbux, 4 . HORS. 


— 
And ſee the grey dawn wears away 
Comes 1 Fellow Huntimen } ee dull 
rr. nent Aut 
And join in mee afahe dep: | 
No longer in floth ſenſes remain, \ 
__ Untainted the ee , ah morn | 
Drive ſlumber awa y, and make one in our train, 
To fallow the found of che bens. | 


ö 4 
e in , 12 if Py ##  B 


What rave d urg can far Grpemcls compare ? 
What ſposts ſuch a Reaſure can yield ? = 
What ſcent ſo refin'd aa the new morning air? SY. 3 
What preſpeck ſo bright.as e field? . Fe 3 
Let miſery for nehes each tranſport forego, 
Midſt their treaſures diſtreſa d and =. 
r oe, 
$0 chanting tho nn et the horn. 


. : 
W 


Ve mortals das by þ 
Thoſe titles that 


dern, 
Would Naas the i jors of once and 


Then follow the ſound ofthe born. 3.3] 
oRt-213:0 51, 3-486 4.35 r 
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"F SINGER. 5 


_HE STOLE MY HEART AWAY. 
1 tune ful pipe and merry glee, 

; 04>" 
A We you e d F] 


All- beauty w FLIES + art. 5.3 7 
In Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen, 


You Jenny, courts with cu ſong, 


But vain is à his love; z 
Jockey blithe has lov'd me long, 
To m Il Kaen prove. 


n In Aberdeen, &c. 


No more . all 1 of forrow know, 
Nor ever mord complain; —  ' 
Nor fear my. Mammy's threats, I trow, 
Now 1 is mine ain. 
In Aberdeen, Ar. 


b 


Ivy OCATION: to the GOD. of SON G. 


EAV'NEY Muſic, fo.inviting, 
Give to me thy fuckteſt ſtrains; 7 
While i in thee my ſouP's uniting, E 
Vet me chear the nymplis and Prins. | 


God of Sons, C ike befriend mg! 
Let my foul to glory rjſe; 

All thy tuneful treaſure lend me, 
Aud Pi waft it to the Kies. 


No . " 


2 


[EN 181 Ga 1 . 27. 
With a voice. lite thunder rowing z " 
All bands, my boys! get under way, 


ö Hark! Te 56 gnal fo: ururnoring : 
& "BY ſave the j Joyous | belege, Sul  andfpikes then we 
f ſeize, e 
a In hopes to meet the foe—O, O! 
Our capſtan here, —our windlaſs there, 
** We meant to the tune of a, e, 1 eo, ea, eo 
f We meant to the tune of e 
6 "20 


._ looſe your x tops, next he” cries, 
galant. Galle too and courſes ; 4 
: FS. — and gears let go, my boys, | 
Haul home your ſheets like horſes ; 
BY Your mizen le be eee, top, and 
ras. | 
- Haul down, my boys, let g9,—O, o | 
* ſtraight compiy, and Heir 1 
0 obey the tune of a, e, © Kc. e 
N n a) Wan, PETS 
© The 3 ups "oy nexd they a SHER 
A Avaſt, boys! avaſt- ES ot F 
3 The 0 and fiſh we orerhanl, d 
=”. | Our handſpikes nimbly leaving; 
© And if a proſp'rouggale;we.crond on-ey'ry fail, 
|. 0 7 * 2 they ſweetly fow,—O, 0 5 N 
3 5 we ſwim, our braces trim, 
+ down 9. nor ee Ye. 


3 2 
* = 


1 
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Th&'POLITE. SINGER. 


Then lovely MoU,iaid Sue, and Beck, 
Their eyes with grief o'erflowing 3 
Win heavy liearts they come on deck, 
The rate winds on them blowing: 


75 
4 
* 


One ſhort embrace we take, "which ab our 


hearts te ake, 


All while we in.in woee-O, 01 
Nor to our gri ain relief, 


Till charavd with . the tune of a . ol &c. 


The BRITISH FAIR. 


HOEBUS, - meaner themes diſdaining, 
E To the lyriſt's call repair; 
And the firings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britith Ei. 


Chiefs; mroughout the land vittorious, * 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, © 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the works of worth and merit, 2 

Which the Sons of Art 1 „ Rn 
Hare no pleaſure life, or ſpivit, - -+- — * 4 
But as d ⁰πο from the Bate = 


. „ 85 

IG as Fenk 3 on; a : 6 
"pi 5h ou for trut r * 
Wort 1 re the faſhion, Ft LS 


| 45 avour's £4 the en Tan. 8.4% 


+ + - 4 
$f” 7 o Fry 4 fs 4.6 


3 2 8 wle, | 


As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 


* 1 4 
8 C | af 
1 a 
1 F * * > . : by * 


= U LE, B R rA XBIa H 


Britain feſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves 
Britons never ww be „ 


The nations, not Wo bleſt as 1 5 

Mauſt in their turns to fall; 
Whilſt thou halt flouriſh, great and free 

The dread and envy of them JEL 


Styt more majeſtic Malt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign firoke; 


Serves but to root thy native bak. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall time; 
All their a pts to bend the down 
Will but arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
Baut work their woe and thy-renown. | | 


1 To thee, belongs the rural rein- 

Bm Thy cities ſhall with commerce mine s 

All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And eviy ore it eixcles tine, 


1 The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
23 Shall to thy happy; coaſt repair: 
Bleſt Ille with matehleſe beauty crown! a, 2 
And manly hearts to guard the: = "2h 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves a 
—— never will be laves 


2 41 a nl © 


” | 


The POLITE SINGER. 17 
The SURPRIZING MAN, 


5 HERE. Kann * — and thpugh: it * 


et, if they * true, 1 was born of A woman, 

And though 105. incredible, vet I ve been told, 

e was once a mere infant, but ave made him old. 
Derry down, dow n hey derry down. 


Whene'er he was hungry, he long d for ſome . 
meat 
And if he could get it; tis cd he would eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if von'd give him à por; 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his thront. 
Deny down, &c. i _ 
9 His face was the 6ddeft that ever was feen, 
For if *twas not wafh'd; it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd all his teeth when he happen'd to grin, 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs ' tw ixt His nole and his 
chin. 
Derry down, &e: 


"Tis a bis tongue always mod hen be”: „ 

3 talk 'd, . 72 5 > F. 

And he ſtirr'd both his legs m bis arms when he "$5.7 

| walk' d; „ re „ 

IIis gait was o ad had: vou foer him you'd burſt, * 

. For one * or other would always be firſt. 142 
\ 3 Derry down, Ke. 


| He ſeldom or never equld ſec without, light, , - 
Yet I'm told he could hear very well in the uin, 3 
But he fell faſt aſleep as he lay in his bed bed, 2 226 1 D 
Yet has oft been awake in the morning, tis fall, Mo 9 | 
Derry e Se. 5 ns; LY 
B 3 P 4 re dev 4 


| 18 The POLITE SINGER. 


When this comical chap had a river to paſs, 
If he could not get over he ſtaid where he was; 


And tho” he neer ventur'd to quit the dry Sod, 
Yet ſo great was his luck, —that he never was 


Arown'd. 
Derry down, &c. 
Among other ſtrange things that befel this poor 
pypeoman, 
He was married, poor ſoul |—and bis wife was 2 
woman; 


But, tho' ſhe was loving, complacent, and mild, 


Vet ſo hard was his fate, he was never with child. 
Derry down, &c. 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old Chronicles teh, 
And then, as folks faid, he was not very well ; 
But wha: is more firange, f in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could give no fees, he could get no phyſician. 
Derry down, & g. 


What cad he died !—But 'tis ſaid 3 his 
death 


Was occaſion'd at laſt 3 the want of Ki breath : 


But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 
Had he liv'd a day longer he'd been a day older. 
| Derry down, &c. 


2 Cs .d. . thn; ADC DCN Dee 


The JUDICIOUS CHOICE. 


e face and a form without fault, 
Are not the attractions by which I am caught; 
Good nature, good ſenſe, and an honeſt free mind, 
Are perfections | in women to which l'm inclin'd. 


Tor 


The POLITE: SINGER. 19 


For a time e beauty. charms; but ſo certain is age, 
That who with a beauty, alone would engage ? 
Since time ſpreads a veil oer the brighteſt of eyes, 
And a face is a lower that blo oms and dies. 4 


Then Venus begone with your artful detoys, 
Which like Syrens do tempt, and like Syrens Ges 


Of 3 
"Tis Friendſhip and Virtue I ſcek in a wife, 
Whom I'd love and careſs ev'ry day of my life. 


NATURE. HOLIDAY. 


Tx fun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 55 
May . A put its beauties on, 


warblers ſung in livelier ſtrains, 
* ſweeter flow rets deck d the plains ; 
When Love, that ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph—Away, 
Ter this is Nature's Holiday. 


* 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte, 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs d, 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 
Where beauty ſlept and filence reigh'd : 
Awake, my Fair, * ſhepherd cries, 
To new- born pleaſure ope thine eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, . 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 


The 
* 
- 


A clown in this dreſs may base t 
Tuhhan a courtier who Ab 2 f AT fr. 


Tho' his hands are fo daud'd, they re not fit to be 


20 The POLITE. SINGER. 


The HAPPY: MI LL. R. 
o 3 
T be 09 greater N OF be 


On his mill and Kia he r . 


Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


What the he mag, ang. whiten'd does A 
au; 


The more he is pywder'd, the more | 


ſeen, 
'The hands of his betters are not very clean "I 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers bee meal. 


What then if a puddin for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other men's Lars ij 


In this, of. right nable example he brags, 


4 Who borrow as freely From, ger men's bags. 5 


Or ſhould e-cugeayour to heap an eſtate, 


in this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate 3 


Whoſe aim is alone thejr own coffers to fill 
As all his concerts to bring Prift t to bis l, FE 


ne eats when he's hungry, be drinks when hes dry, 


And down, when he's weary;'contentel does ne; 


3 Then riſes up chearful-to- work-and to fing, 
no PE OY + chen who'd be a King? 


18 352 2 
2 4 1 | of 


Hemel F * F 
. AIR 
TS | 


\'S. Vw 


The POLITE . 21 


AIR SUSAN NAH. 


SK if ven darkatl roſe be wet, 
That Went the ambient N 
en aſk each ſhepherd Nap you meet, 
If dear Suſnanat.'s. fair, 


Say, will the culture. leave his prey, 

And watble through! the grove 55 45 

Bid wanton Bets Ga uit the ſpray 3 
Then doubt " thy a eplited's_ love. e 


of war let, heroes th , 
PR in ſplendor ſhine; r. | 
Ye be ll. 1 laurels wear 


Be Fair Suſannah . 


oy SWEET INIT 0. 


HE Queem of al Nature is ſweet Jenny O, 
SOSA e, 3% 7 Treat 
There's nought can compare 
With the raviſhing charms of ay ſweet 127 O. 


+% 


Fi 4 

The 3 tel of YL LA Jen o. „ 
That Phoebus on high * 8 XN * 1 
Dnucurtain'd the ſky, n 
And gazed with rapture on ſweet Jenny 0. 


7 


| 47t0 iiber fu 92 HA 
The care of Zephyr is ſweet Jenny 00 1% 
He rangeth each plain 24] 

In Flora's domain, 0 25 TY 


| And wafts ev 5 odour to ſweet Jenny! o. + 
No 


The POLITE SINGER. 


No maid ever ſung e beet Jondy O, 
co may the found; - | 

birds gather vnde, A 

And 2 eviry k of che fweet Jenny 


W herever the flocks meet the feet Jenny O, 
All nature looks gay, | 


Ea en . ge Jenny o. 


They 
And bleat _ pong gt. on 
T'other dap in the thade nab the {meet Jenny O, 
=, bee that buzz'd k ond, 
d have pat to the ground, 
But fear of diſturbing t the py enny 


Ye Gods! ſmile propitious on ens Je enny | 0, 
No objettI prize, 

„ Twirt carth and the ſkies, 

As the dear little heart of wy n 225 0. 


CE: * I 7; * 22 
& . 9 4-4 _— * 
SSOCGOOO LEY INN - COOOOCOQOCIODOO © 


ſy A 0 


The DISCONSOL ATE” LOVER, 
By. Fintt fo, of North Shields. 1 


4 7 rn: B CI 3 2334 YY 


1 1 the nee er . 
3 The —— tan find; 


= n from our cup this is * | 
x8 4 Her W err the EE, N 
I ; . ANT 3: 8 A 
Ah, thrice ions; unfaithful maid | 
But think what cheu haſt mM ß 
It is by thee my grief eſſayd ! nes 
* diſcontent begun! 10 I N 
Jae IO 43.73 


* 


Mrs aal High 1 


For oft to thee I 


Thes! POLITE (SINGER; | 25 
mo fair, 


7 . 
5 LA 4 


Why didſt., thou 
Thy 1 HL 1 


A fond Sends bend, whale ers low, 


With truth, , regard, and Rei, 


difctole, 
That I would celan _ 


* * © - # * 


4 


500 
No ee, 1 as: "ry my fold, 
My bagpipes; 6c. m fate ; 


Nor from yon pur ling fiream, behold 


The eving pike an and trout, "oP 
Beſides, ei barmief kids md Lambs, 
All ſporting on the 


Ran friſking with their — from Jams, 


Came Nay back 8 


ps 2 — * Ak vonder. pale, 8 
To witnels all combine, 


How Suſan oed the 100 not , 


For ever ro be mine 0 
DM STE 0 1 


Sequeliertd maid | hangs un unkind 
Difturber of my peace; 

In ſome Elyſian thage IE fed, 
My e eng _— thai 4-54 "x. | 


vr, ATII 


ag 
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| DEATH (@"L1BERTY! | 
Y W r 
N 2 javer hotly os oy Send 
3 | Her En MC.” 13 8 


; Ds . 
not'at all. 


The noble injq fo 
 M By poverty degrees; f = 
| - 'Tis guilt alone can make us fall, ; 
And well I am perfuaded, 
| Each free-born 
| Or give me 


* 


f 


_- 


riton's fong ſhall be, 
cath of Liberty?” 


Tho' ſmall the ob that Fortune grants, 
. And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, 
F Tho lordiy hireling often wants 4 
5 That reedem which N us. 


By law . d 00 lawleſs Arife, 

Mi * Our houſe is our Caſtellum: 

3% on Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 

7; - For lucre ſhall we ſell em; 

3 No z—er'ry Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
„Or give me Death or Liberty!“ 


: FECODDDDGECDCDDODDDDOCDDDDDGDS:2« 


The c H ARMS of WIN E. 


T OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, - 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


e berg l RR 25 
n . 


0 


r d j 


* . 

W ene HORN. 1 
Art 1 

HE echqiüg born Calls the fportfnen. abroad, 
To horſe "ap tor Ye boys, and 4 be 1 

T he morning is..upy,and, the. cry of the ounds, 

Upbraids our to | . 7 a 

What pleaſure we. fee o pu uing the fox! | 

_ _ Ofer hill and Ay er he flies; 


Then follow, we; . overtake. 45 „ 
The traitor ls Id on and dies! 
nn Eiben 4s . | 3 A 


Trias phant returning at night with oe ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, rtheutins and gay, 
How ſweet with a: bottle and laſs to refreth, + 
And loſe the. fatigues of tlie day! tf 5 
With ſport, love, and. "oy: elle fortune defy.” 
Dull wiſdom all happincſs ſoars; 
Since life is po. mord than a pallag," ap beſt 3 
Let's Are the. wor e on Wai 14 


8 5 ef; * p Ny 1 6 £ - FO hy "1 * 2 NY * = 
2 . ” * * 1 % 


K's 
* 


7% IM _ 


4 .” is beauty ſires the raviſh'd throng, 


„ 
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ROSLIN? CASTLE: '\ 


BL & a © 4 


F 


AS. in WA Galant the nee 2 he” 
When all things gay and ſweet ire, 

Wl _ with the Rees wh mays: * 

Aroſe and . 

Of Nanny's D ne ſhepherd hs. | 

The hills and Hales wth anny rung, . 

While Roſlin heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the chearful train. 


| Awake ſweet muſe, the, breat fprivg 
With rapture wat watms, rh ns 
Awake, and join the, vocal (ok: 4% Alir 


And hail the morning with a 
10 Nanny raiſe the chearful lay ** wy 
O bid her haſte and come = 40 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adern, 

= And add new graces to he morn. 


hark, my love, on ey 
ch Feathers warbler tun 


very ſpray "= 575 


And love iaſpires the melting how: 


| Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, .. 


For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, © 
And love my riſing boſom warm. 
And fills * foul. with ſweet alarm. 


O. come, my love, thy Colin's lay, - 2. 
With rapture calls, O come away; % 
Come, while the muſe this wreath mall twine, 
1 Around that. modeſt brow.. and thine :; 


-” 
Oo 
0 
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0 hither haſte; and with: thee bring, 
ty: blooming, like - the Spring, 


2 that divinely ſhine, 


And co 2 oye i are t of mine. 


1 
LAT O ADviIcu. 


AYS Plato, why mould man be Kis „ 
Since bountepus heav'n hath made. him great? 
hy  looketh be with inſqlent diſdain - 1+ 
On tboſe undeck'd with wealth or date? 
Can coftly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all A, getns that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a, crown, 
Give health, or eaſe the 72 4 of care? 


The ſcepter'd..kin ing the She ETON hive: - 711. FS 
The humble and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe; the drave, DS 
In duſt without diſtinction lie £ 
| Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs: reſt, ; 
Who once the gregteſt titles wore; 55 bs. 
Of wealth and glory they're bereſt. 
And all their honours are no more. 


80 flies che meteor thro”. the ſkies, . 

And ſpreads” along a"pilded train 

When ſhot, tis gone, its beauty dies, 
Diffolves to common air again: 

So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, + 
Let friendfhip reign while here we r; 

Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 

When Jove commands, we man obey. 


= Sy 
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A FAVOURITE HUNTING. SONG, 2 


suNG by 'Mts EMEN TI At che TRIER 
18 in Nox&TH-S r : 


7.5 6 ts 4&1: 6%. 1413 . A 


1OMF, my brare Poſs, let's away to the 


Downs: | 
See the Huntſman's gone | on before with the 
hounds ; 
Sol well pleas'd 'with his lift "night's tap, ' ©2 
Shaking his head in Thetis's ap: C.. 


Come, my brave boys, let's away:to the joy, al 
That far do excel the delights'of a deny); OY 


_ This is the ſport to which we reſort, 


And ſmoke in the chace of 2 hare or a bor. 
Tartal lacral, Sc. n 5 
44 nne 4. 
. Yee Dians, with her comely face, 
With bow and quiver, antl humting drefs! = | 
2 o follow the Ae the very well 1 _ | i 
Far does excel young Cuipid'sbowz” | 
Let each loving 0 play the fool, 
Courting his laſs with a and wleering; _ 
We hunt all the day, at night:{port and plau, 
Till we outlive them for many n r 
13 Tarral larral, Ke. 1 1 11: U 


Hark there to Flora, ſee that is god, 
Ratler he hits her there in abe wee 
Vunkin he doubles it, —ſee where Ho bene, 
_ Yonder ſhe fkulks it over the lawn: 
Gone, gone away, Hark! — þ 1 wa cl 
That's good again, bring chem e 
3 they hi, — gone thuouth the bit. þ 
— Yonder ſhe ſkulks it over the valley. N 
Tarral larral, Kc. 5 


„ See 
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See how comely The. leads them along ! 
Plowman IE them all with his tongue; 
Hang that Tatler W. he ri ag „% 
This is Beauty, Sade hoy A 5 g : LI 2 
Chanter away,—yoick|, Dorp, heiph . 
That's good again, look to Rockwood and Shal- 
1 
Draw back che hounds, ſhe ſtains the grounds, 
What the devil makes all the footmen to hollo ? 
Tarral 1 Kc. 


Hold chave 2gpin, * vide you ſo faſt, 3 
You ſee the old Lady will work hgr;at ifs 7 4 
She's almoſt ſpent, you may ſze that, 4 
Draw back your hounds, ſhe's ſure to run ſquat: 
Make good your road, — quick be your ſpeed, - 
Light from your horics,—and fave her from 
tearing; 3 
/ She's up, ha! hal ha!—ſhe's up, hal hal ha! - i 4 
Yonder ſhe runs,—ſbe's quite out of bearing. ©: 0 
Tarral larral, "Ly +. _ 


Come, my: brave — this 1 is glorious ſpart, 
Tis full three hours fince we had the ſtart; 
Not like the dull courſer, who beats. in a bulb, 
And labours all day to find out a puſs : 
She's up, up, and up!—ſhe's up, up, and np! 1 
By my faith and my roth; there is liede feder! as 
in it bn” e 4 
Holloo, holloo, holloo bade holloo, hoBloo! 
1 the's REAP nr omg N ra? 4 . 


3 0 


a 1 *, - ; L : 9 
4 * ** 0 * © * 2 
. As _ % e 

= * <2 
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The MERRY FELLOW. 


1 Wit Will Hor 

Win 3 en ros 
. May be in Br Welk 
And fait Hund to 


Let hie he merry merry there, 
And be mermy merry here; 

For who can know here we ſhall go, 
70 be merry anather gear :: 


A ; = He that will not m . * IT 
| And take 2 4 A cout 


. May he b' oblig's drint: ſalt beer, 
q With ne'er ; path in his _ 
2 Lex him be merry, . - 


W nd 3 [40 * TY 
He t TRA 105 Go | 
ith a company of Bors, of] 
HIM May he be plagu'd with a Colding vie, 5 
3 T confand him with her noiſe 


er binde merry, Sc 


He that ul not merry he 
With his miſtreſs in his bad, 
M.ay che be bury'& income chart u-5p 


3 And one put in his Head? Fw 
Let him be m euere, 
„And ven de merry teiry here, 


r or who cin Käse anche dere yo, 
| Teo be merry anschef Folth9\ mM 


e2 WOIT. 4L-; ws at 7; pork 0 


** 


FS . * - © * > 
fn "ANNA. | = 
7 : 


Yo. 0. A N Ng A: WK 


your miar u. 
: Lefe my flock u — my crook, 
Greethwodd ſhade and fountain. 


26 He gone; - 


— 2 4 1.3 f 
2 ho D. —. 30 47.333 


32 The POLITE" SINGER. 
oLIT WII IS. 


K e e h i 6 


That in e aling 10 


Of Chl 
Tho- weak i e Rin 02 viſe,” 


Upbraid me gt, while 1 rehearſs 
Tk chafhe of Folly . ; 


= , 
* 2 


Tho- languid l, 1 poor in thaught, 
No ſimile can e' er be SE aug * 


From roſes, pinks, — 

Some meaner beauties "hey may tt 

But ſure no ſimile can ft N 
- The charms. of Polly © WII. 


A ſimile to match her hair, 
Her lovely forehead, high and fair, 


Beyond m greateſt fill ia. 
e then, ye Gods! can be expreſf 
The eyes, the-lips; the heaving breaſt | 


: x - . 4 . * , 
. . 23 f g N Wall 1 ; e 7 A g 
Co - 7 $ : N 7 4 Ls 2 
* A "% 
* ; - 
A MN 


Sbe's not | like Vas Ae dead, Re, 
Nor as ſhe once on Ida. ſtood, | 

Nor mortal Amaryllis: 25 We 
Form all-that's lovely, EWA 1 8 
Of pleaſing ſhape. and' kj 1 . 2 


5 And that. is Polly Wi 
| Tho time Be charm $ a wear . 


All beauty muſt in time ; 1.— 
Yet in her power there till 


A charm which-ſhall for Rfe en , 


I mean the ſpotleſs mind and 
Of charming Polly Willis. 


Flora, _ de at 2217 * 


Zephyr walt 4 - 4 A 
| Chant, e 5 Fas. ſong gf 9 
Echo, a „ W. 3 Ee ! 


7 


£ | | 2 us I! 014 #7 [4.4 1:6 * : 
Leafleſs, a * inne 4 I 
Stood the long- d Aerted greve; _ 
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— — 1 Soy apearing, 1 


ms 


* 


* An if Kern 


Ac „„ SS 


e r gnome 299 e 


Toy <0 O vo ) NR NOW 5, 


| BAG 3613-7 a 5322 

8 1 en Tweed 

— "aceefeful laune, 2 "2 
A the -owes- aud e 9995 ak = 


— 


.. TR Nn vis 42 A * 

m Colin | bind; his oaten reed, * * _ 

| ab Big . Ns vet bi 51 4 { ur 7 7 4 x 
1 er chat e s 
ürt. F. Ait 


"Con ply with ball weh art. 


2 4111 221 10 a: 1 
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i. 4 
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Pond d 77 | 


What's to me 


} 


i : 


' c 4 
"4 4 4 
7 - 7 , | N 
———— . ꝛůu CR Ye ER Ay — — » 
22 


Lon ae ut 


The Non, WINK, and SMILE: 
en Fh wt! 800 92 yy 


255 
In ſpite of their boo 
The dupes of a No 


Some fang, debe have may repair, 25 41 
Without an idga, of guile; 
But what · with the.m e the 4. 
They follow the! od, Wink, and Smile. 


Let men boaſt of titles of honours, renown 5 9 1 | 
The Females of this happy iſte und: * 
Can vanquiſh the. victots, na nay Kin tha fronn, 
Or fave with a Nod, Wink, or Smile. 


Theſe Gardens of pleaſureghe beauties approve, | 
Who the dulleſt of moments beguile; 
Here Cupid unfurls the white . of love, 


And commands with a Nod, Wink, or Smile. 
8 | SGU. 5 


o 


ov ke rxx- 


123 7.08 


UARDIAN*; 


rere 1: 8 x 


_—_ And muſt I tiever: ſee * | 
Teupen rechiſe mall be my Gwelling, - 
= hn 11 
There, with mournful cadente W 
Ott repeat my loveſick tale: 11 


And che lark and Philomel 
Oft ſhall hear 2 virgin tell, 


« 
3 — 
_ ; 
Fr - 7 ; 
» 8 
4 5K : 
2 p — 
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4 A 
.* x 


Siren SATLOR. 
ALLANT Senor, oth you "told me, 


That  you'd- never leave your love 
| To your vows I now. muſt hold you, 
Now's 1 time ou love to ' prove. 
Is not Britaini i Hag FT 
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our flect ? 
Can a Sailor liye upbraided,, - 
When the French have dar'd to meet! 


#- 


Hear me, gallant Sailor, * „ of? 
While your country has a fo, 
He is mine too; be not near me, WY 

I may weep, but yon uf 80. 5 


Tho' this flow ry ſeaſon. war * 
To the peaceful ſports of 1 
And loye fighs: fo long to loſe vou, 29 


Love to Siory muſt give ways. | wal v4: 


Britain's ſons can never fail her, F e 


While her daughters prove ſe true: 
Your ſoft courage fires each ſailor, 
We * N loving —_ . 
1 We rs now invite us, 1 WW 
| Blow, ye winds! auſpicious blow! r 
 Ev'ry: gale ſhall matt delicht us 
That ſhall waft us to our . 21 id by 
No 41. 'D 855 Dane 
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38 The POLITE SINGER. 
DAMO. INCONSTANCY. 


ENEATH this grove, this filent ſhade, 
To Damon ſung the gentle maid : 
To Damon, &ec. 
What other nymph can love like me? 
Tho Damon's all Inc 
Tho' Damon, Kc. 


You us'd to talk of love and blic, 
And often ſigh'd my lips to Kiſs : 
1 And oſten, 25 | 

ut roying now is ſweeter glee, 
Since Damon's all Inconſtancy. 


Since Damon, &c. 


* 


The fragrant flow'rs ſweetly { 
The feather 'd choir ſoftly 15 4 
. The feather'd, &c. 

3 * \Yet all is vain I hear or ſee, 
Since Damon's. all Inconſtancy. 

1 Since Damon, &c. 


1 The am'rous doves can bill . coo, 

- Ando, falſe Damon, ſo en 

—_— Ad ww, zc. 

= But can't like them contented be, 

'2 For thy delight's Inconſtancy. 1 
; For thy, &c. 1 a - | 


w. finiple Fair, believe not man, 
They * * on Damon's plan: 

ey all, &c. 
Then from the = your hearts keep free, 
And learn from them W 


i hacer dc. pg 
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The ORIGIN: of MASONRY. 
- Tune: Rule Britannia. 


AEN Earth's foundation firſt was hid, 
By the almighty Artiſt's hand, 
Tas then our perfect, our perfect laws were . 5 
Eſtabliſt d by his ſtrict command. 


Hail, myſterious; hail, mou Maſonry ! 
That makes us ever great and free. 


As man hout for ſhelter ſought, 
In vain from place to place did roam, 
Until from heaven, from heaven he was taught 
To plan, ts Val, ts 85 fie bonne. f 
Hail, myſterious, &c. 


| Hence illuſtrious roſe our Art, 
And now in beauteous piles appear; 
Which ſhall to endleſs, to endleſs time impart, 
How worthy and how great we are. 
Hail, myſterious, —  - 


Nor we leſs fam'd for evry tre, 
By which the human thought is bound ; hs 
Love, truth, and friendſhip, and friendſhip "Oy 
Join all our hearts and hands around. 


Hail, myſterious,. &c. 


Our actions ſtill by virtue bleſt, 
And to our precepts ever true, 
The world admiring, admiring ſhall requeſt 


TO NO Et OO PORT Fur” 
15 Hail, mann, Kc. 


3 The 


The FAVOURITE MAN. 
| By a Lavr.-- 


F Cer I wed, as moſt girls do, 74 

I. Tn defcribe to you, 7 

- To you PU tell my plan: 

Firſt honour muſt his ens guide, 

Not meanly low, nor ſtuft with pride, 
Muſt be the fav'rite Man. | 


Let Forimic mo@rate vifes diſpenſe, 
A little wit, good ſhare of ſenſe, 1 85 
Will place him in the van: 
Be his addreſs genteel and free, 
Polite to all, but kind to me, 
Muſt de LN fav rite Man. 


To gain me nee will be the lot 
Of I blockhead, fool, or ſot, 
They merit a ratan: 

Nor let the rake, with wanton eye, 
To win my ſoft affections try, 


He'll be no faw'rite Man. 


But love, with fair diſcretion: join d, 
A ſhapely form, an eaſy mind, 
Will mutual ardour fan: 

We: And if I taſte connubial bliſs, 

= Or cer indulge the mutual kiſs, : 

_  .- Such be the ad rite Man. 


of a 
8 * 8 
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SK you, who is ſinging here, 
Who ſo blithe can thus appear? 

I'm the child of joy and glee, 

And my name's Variety. 


Ne'er have I a clouded. face, 

Swift I change from place to place, 

ver. wand'ring,—ever free, ; 
Such am I, Variety. 


Like a bird that Kims the air, 
Here and there, and ev'ry where; 
I Gp my pleaſures like the bee, 
Nothing's like ks. 7 


Love's ſweet paſhon warms my breaſt, 
Roving love but breaks one's reſt, 
One good heart's enough for me, 
Tho' my name's Variety. 


Crouded ſcenes, and lonely grove, 
All by turns I can approve: 
Follow, follow, follow me, * 
Friend of life, Variety. 1 


o D 
The HIGHLAND QUEEN. 


O more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains, 2 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow ry plains 5 „ 8 
ore 


pleaſing beauties me inf] ire, 
And Phcebus tunes the warbling Iyre ; 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 


"To celebrate my Highland Queen. | 
23 
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In bow, ſweet i innocence you' H find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; ; 
From pride and affeQation free, 17 
Alike ſhe ſmiles on you and me: 1 
The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 

I do pronounce my Highland Queen. | 


No fordid wiſh, or trifling joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deſtroy; 
Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luftre to the whole: 
A matchleſs ſhape, a graccful mein, 
All center in my Highland Queen. 


How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 
Has deſtin'd for ſo fair a mate; 
Has all theſe wond'ring gifts in ſtore, 
And each returning day brings more: 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, . 
Polleſfing thee, my Highland Queen. 


# 7 


„ 


ENTLY touch the werdiieg lyre, 
| Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 
Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, 
> Softeſt notes will ſoothe her breaſt 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 


=. Let them all propitious prove. 
C:. on the molſy bank ſhe lies, # 
Nature's verdant, velvet bed) 


Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillpws for her head: 
. Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging gh found. 
etl | LOVE. 
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Florid youth, and roſy $a 13 
Without Love his tribute 3 . 


Impotent, unmeaning things 


=p Gentle ſhepherds, perſevere, : 1 
| | Still be tender, till * 5 | 

5 * Love and Time, united, do 
| Wonders, if the * de true. 


: 'TULLOCHGORUM. 5 1 


OME, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry'd,. 
And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
What nonſenſe is't for folks to chide, 
For what's been done before them: 
Let Whig and Tory. all age gree, 
Whig and 2 hig and Tory, 
Whig and Tory all agree, 
lo drop their Whig-meg-morum; 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend the night wi mirth and glee, - 
And chearfu' fing alang wi — r 
The reel of Tullochgorum. |, > 


O Tullochgorum's my alight XN NO 
It makes us a in ane unit en, 
And ony ſumph that keeps a ſpite, + $1208 
. conſcience I abhor him: | 
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For blithe and cheary well be , 


For blithe and cheary 


Blithe and cheary, blithe and cheary, 
Blithe and cheary we'll be-a', ö 
And make a nappy gn 


orum : 
be 2, 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
And dance till we. be like to fa', 
The reel of "Tullochgorum. 


4 


What needs there be ſo great a phraſe, 


Wi dringing dull Italian lays, * 
I wad na gi our ain Strathſpey's, 


For half a hundred g dem. 


They're douff and dip e beſt, 


Douff and dowie, douff id dowie, 


They're douff and doe at the beſt, 


Wi a' their variorum. 


: They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 


"Their allegros, and a“ the reſt, 
They canna pleaſe a. Highland taſte, 
Compar d. wi Tullochgorum. 


Let warldy worms their minds eb, : 
3 


Wi' fear of want, and double c 
And ſullen ſots themſelves diſtreſs, 


Wi' keeping up decorum: 


Siam we fac four and fulky ſit, 
E Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky, 


Sall we fac ſour and ſulky fit, 


= 
x FE | ' "FB * ' Y 
Like auld philoſophorums: 


3 |  Sall ve fac ſour and fulky fit, 
Wi neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 


* 
wv . 
PX: * 7 " 
I... 


And never try to ſhake a fit, 
- To the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May _.. 
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TT IE. i, 1 4018 4 lest to tf | 
the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 
ee CATS 85 

Wy & iT, 


And the meadows their beauty have loſt; - .-- 1 
When Nature's difrob'd of 1 mantle of green, 
And the ſtreains are fait bound by th 


— ” EE „ — ee ee — 
* * —— 
9 * * Y ? bo 
LO - - == 
* 


. . ſold, 
And the neat-looking 


And the ruftics loud lau 


=: Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may 
=. While the ificles han 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands artes with 
As the bleak winds blow ; 


With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow : 


In the yard while the card are fodder wich firm, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſtream; 
dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice which the finds on her cream; _ . 
When N <:ola; couttry-maiden, us freſh in the 


As ſhe careleſly tri 


ps, os. be 


laugh, ae Be hs 


All the charms that 


1 When the birds to the fo food, 


; And of ghoſts till they're all in a fwent 6 OT 


be my lot, 
n 


- With the nymph 


. 
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cone, ROUSE BROTHER SPORTSMEN! | 
A Favourite Hunting, Song. 


Oh, 2 brother ſportſmen! the =_ 


G A * ſcent and A fronting u. 
eve n 
The horn's ſprig 


| Bright Pheobus hs hewn s glimpſe of hs face 
Peep'd'in at our windows, and-call'd to the chace: 
He ſoon will be up, fee his dawn wears away, 

And make the kth with the bums v. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you perhaps to ie down, 
And if you refuſe her, perchance ſhe may frown; 
But tell be her, ſweet love muſt to hunting give place, 
For as well as in her there are charms in the chace. 


Look yonder, look vonder old Reynard I f 
At his bruſh nimbly follow, briſk Chanter and 
They ſcize on their prey, ſee his eyes how 
We're in at the death, now let's home to the be owl. 


een 


. The POLITE” SINGER. 


The SALLOWS . ConQUesT: 


AINCE the world is" fo old, and the t times are 
ſio new, 
And ev'ry thing tal*d of except what i is true; 
9ther ſtories. my fable may paſs, . 
Of of pe. -or five ſweethearts, who courted a laſh © 


a Derry down, down,—hey derry down. 


"The firſt was from France, . mode de 1 — 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudrie; 
He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took — 0 
Dar down, n derry doun. 


A Wencke ed hen the Lady he "I W 
He dropp'd down his pipe; and he waddPd out yaw | 


| With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſt'd leer, 


As whe s ſing in. courtſhip, ſo croał d out Mynherr, 
eee — Tons * 25 


From C paught itſelf, another beau' came, | 
Macfinnin Macgraph Ballinbroug zh was his name; 


He bow'd to the laſs, and he ſhare at Monfieur, - 


Clap'd hand to his fword, and _ Ab PE OD, | 
. * dear! Ila 1 77 


„ 


55 The next a Mes John, of gab N Me 


Wöbo. 2 like a „inner, but look 415 2 a ** 


twirb d His tube moving muc 


. Clogd ha 
# | his face, 


Kat, a , - 


Then turn'd up. * eyes, as about to ſay grace. 
Derry down, down, —hey derry down. 


1 


This "POLITE. SINGER. 8 


A neat Engliſh Sailor, in holiday trim, 
Who long lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lov'd him, 
Athwart them all ſtept, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 
Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers 
_ a hitch. 
Derry down, down, — hey derry down. 


He along-ſide her fell, and he grappled on board. 
She ſtruck the firſt broadſide of kiſſes he pour d; ; 
Then he tow'd her to- church, and as to the reſt, | 
What afterwards follow'd is eaſily gueſs d. 


PN ue 


9 1 1 Y. | 
EN late I wander'd ofer the plain, | 4 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in vain, | 
y wild defires to rally: 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 8 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeem to roam, „ 
They center all in Sally. Be. .* — 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my jo 1; ARR 
And cries I court but to deſtroy,  - _ 3 
Can love with ruin tally? 1 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes I w earr, " 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, ö 3 
Rather than injure Sally. r 


Come then, O come thou ſweeter far 5 
Than jellamine ar raſes 2. AAA 
O follow Love,. — quit your fear, „ 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 12 +3 

. N * ol 
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MAY is the MOTHER of LOVE. 


HE virgin, when ſoften d by May, 

Attends to the villager's vows; 

The birds ſweetly bill on the fpray, 
And poplars embrace with their bows : 

On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty 2 

We ſhe herds that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the Mother of Love. 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 


The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 


And willows and woodbines entwine: 


The pinks by the rivulet ſide, 


That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide; 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array 
And if the wing d * ſing, 

Their muſic is taught them by May: 


The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 


Conceals her fond, bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to 


repeat 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


The Goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 


y 7 Ger your pipes, O ye ſhepherds, in tune, 


muſt welcome the May. 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and hell. find 


That May is the Mother of Love. 


4A P18 or ALL soRTS. 
Sung at the THEATRE in NEWCASTLE, 
By My NUNNS. 


om day, as I walk'd in the park, 
The gentry were dieſs'd very fine; 
They all gent away at noon time of * 

To taverns to dine. 1 


The Nobles "Rs the King's Head wil go, 
The Gentry to the ſign of the, Crown; 
The Merchant, you know, to the Golden Fleece. | 
will go, TEL 
IO the Plow runs the Clown. 


The will. dins-ot the dies, 
r * 
The W you know, to the Black N YE 


And the Prix io the ab- of the Nun. | 


The Drover at the Savage wilt be found, ws 
 _ (Which humanity hs mark'd with much ſcorn 
The Hontſman, you know, to his Hound he 


go, 
And the — ha fi oft ners. 


The Player at the vill dine, 5 
The Sailor at the Anchor and Can; Tas. 72 | 

The Lawyer, you know, to the Devil he will "Oy... 
And the Maid ro the in of th Man. 


« 
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The Iriſhman will dine Potat 
The Welchman upon hur toafted Belt; 
The Scotchman, you know, to his Crowdie he will 


80, 
And the Engliſhman to Bacon and Rus E 
90 tis every Man in bis humour, | 


Go Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South; 
And he that has got no woney in his purſe, 


He may dine at the ent perro 


.. SIT. tiraLx walk: - 
_ witneſs, ye watch by the manſions of 


ce! 
envy not ſportſmen the charins of the chace 3. .... 
| The joys of the field let them taſte when they can, 
| More joys I can find in the finjlev of ivy 2 Nan. | 


When Cynthia firſt filvers the turbulent * 
And poor weary'd mortals lie pillow'd in ſleep; 
*Tis ea my fond paſſion I ardently fan, _ 
And fit and chit-chat by the fide of my Nan. 


14 "4 4 # *F 


Id pen 0. the ſpheres, would the- ſpheres but 


I they * in their circuits ſo happy 2 pair: 
I care not for fortune, nor envy no man, 
| . Contented I roam 3 
” Shou'd Jove a new. world but h bereaft er 
20” plant it with mortals like thoſe of 


mo more endearments WY vigour 800 ke 
lpmate ] he'd form from the form of my Nan. 


ive birth 


g ** * 7 e 2 ed ; * a e a 
- . - 
4 1 "he „ "= & Oh, > * 
The 
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The HAPPY BARD. 


y golden harp's in tune; | 
But if fober Eve ſucceed, 
Then thy ſmile is ſweet indeed | 
'Then to thee I pay my vow cs 
On the rural Mountain brow, , þ 
Liſt ning to the drooping dove | 25 


Carol life, and Carol — as: 83 


Hel not 2 fund of health ? 5 

Be it ſo,—I fleep — 

Tue à penny for the poor; 

Tre 2 tear for foes Krcd a, 
ve a N 
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The 8FINNiNG WHEEL. | 
111 
PS his yy OS 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came; 
But, tho' ſhe lik'd him * a 4 | 
She careleſs. % her Spinning-wheck 5 


n td bead. 
And prais'd her fingers long and mal; C 
Unuſual joy her heart did did feel, 


But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. | 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt - 
He claſp'd his arms, and her ee ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel, © 

But yet ſhe turn 4 her — * 


Wh entle voice ſhe bid him riſes, 
He her neck, her lips, and eye: 

1 The could ſcarce conceal, 2 
Tet till ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs d, 
His wanton omg = ſhe ror 85 „ 


7 8 5 _ 

At. aſt, when * hanna he: ow" 
He ſwore he nieaut her r — 2 
»Twas op her E ls 2 


The 


14 9 5 
nr 


The HAPPY RUSTIC.” 


Br., N Gr: f . 
Tue U ener, 


Pg =, ITT 


Wie; — 
8 will cloy. 


Hence, — with rich thy tinfel'd ſhews 3 
Riot's .heedleſs, drunken crew; | 


Fl E ang. uer'd deus : 
That, hay 2 1 


Vain, idle 3 1 orf Pd I 

Say Mirth, and Comus' beaſtly rout! - 

My Joys 2 like the 4 . 
9 0 the, charms, kee. 


Hans ſmiling FOITE ITO 

And fondly locks me in her arms z - 
Your's—th' outcaſt miſtreſs of a #---"o 

With bepken. 55 — A * 


Vain is 21 your FEY mirth, 
_ « Pleaſure ee 
ee ene, ; 
Obe charms, Ke. 


The! WAT to "KEEP HIXI. 


Fair, who ſhine thro Britain's iſle, 
| And triumph O er the dd 


1 once attentive be a while 


The precepts of a friend a 
And learn YER: 
| A: ſoon as Nature Jon decreed | 


The bloom of ei 
al Ifabel from f | 


you by ſtrange perſuaſion 

- Each wiſhing to be bleſt; 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And has the Wee Keep hin. | 


'At 2 7 or play, 


And 2 your — — your "migd q 
Im fewer words eue: betray, 
The maid who thinks'ts E 


i | By . giddy chat, will find too ee 


That's not the Way * kim. 


— | 
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In drefling ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the GA 

Nor let the arts of dear 8 


our  IBROCence. perplex : 
= always decent as 4 bride, © 


By virtuous our reaſon 
For that's che ESSE. 


wy 5 


To.m — thoſe © Jon; for ever FPS * 
His 3 kind com 


78: LIFE N nr 


obs 


Ju * , 
PI 4 - P 


* j | * , » — ; we = 
ha $: ts 
by 5 a 8. K M. 77 8. | BY Ls 


NOME, jolly Bacchus God 6f Wine, Oe 
4 Crown th n 


Let none at cares ef life repine,* © 
To deſtroy our — 0 
Fill up the mighty | 
That ev'ry true an 


98 The De SINGER 


TALLY O 


Y. ſportimen draw near, wo ye ſportſwomen 


0 delight is in the joys of the field, 
Mankind, tho! they vlame, are all eager as you, 
And no. one the conteſt will yield: | 
His Lordſhip, his Honour, his Worlbip, his Grace, 
_ _ A-hunting ne go, 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in. the-chace, 
With hark — tally Ol 


The Lawyer il rte wich the Arlt in che morn, 

To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 98 

1 —— | 
And rides to the cammon full of gu 

. W . 

The Poet tao Often lays low; 


gay. + 

a 5 

How oft do they — emnging, - 

« dk he frnces of views break down: _. 

Thus public, or private, for penſion, 1 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for thew; 

All ranks and degrees are etgagd in the © 4 

f — INIT * * 
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e $6. $36 bod 
By 322 G—, of deer. 


Tune: When Nas i Alarms, Cc. 


5 es beheld the lovel creature bh 
W om ee I adore, c 


With ſilent rapture I view'dexch blooming frature 
"Twas then, ſiniting Boy!" 1 firſt felt thy paw'r., - 
How Sabefal, ſweet, and charming, 3 
(Senſe and reaſon both difarmi 
Is that bloo matchlleſs face! 
That ſhow-white breaſt, 
* "That Courts the hand to — : 
And ten thoykad char.ns that * dare not 


. trace! 


But, where do I: r | 
Still ſhe: hears my plaints unmoyd! ' 
Yet my fair truth defies the voice of nander; | 
Witneſs, ye powers!” how: truly I have gd 
Now; now, my charming Polly! 7 
 * Banifh thinking melancholy, 
And ſpend the night in mirth and j joy . 5 
| Let us kiſs and play, | | or" 
Until the dawn of day, 
And taſte of thay bliſs that aver can clay | 


moce the BRONETTE. - 


8 bib courted ſweet” cant 
enen, 

like carnations, and eyes black as 3 
Hoe 1 d, fand he wheedled, and alk doit b 
And ln; us al} lovers de, eee e 
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Then he fwore like a lord that her charms he ador'd, 
That ſhe'd ſoon put an end to his ſufferings implor'd; 
For a heart unawares thus his trammels he ſet, 
And ſoon made'a conqueſt of Mogg the Brunette. 


They ſaddled the 1 80 and rode to he fair,” 
Still kiffing and fondling, until they came there "_ 
They call'd at the church,and.in wedlock werejoin'd, 
Anck Jockey was happy, for Moggy was kind: 
"Twas now honey-moon, time expir'd too ſoon, 
They revel'd in pleaſure, night, morning, and noon, 
He calld her his 22 5 his joy, and his pet, 
And the laſſes all envy d ſweet Mogg the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 


kind, 
5 ler Jackey: rode on, and left Moggy behind; 
Surpriz d at ſuch uſage, ſhe call te to her mate, 
oY Jockey, you're e moſt ſtrangely of late ! Fo 
fool, he cry'd, thou now art my bride, 
And ok folks are wed, they lay fooling ade: 
Hard names and foul words were the beſt the could 


Strange uſage th this fare for firect. Mogg the bn 


Ie tock home Mogay LOS 5 hun; 
She bruſh'd | 1 the houſe, while he thatch'd the old | 


They ad fe Qock for the cares that 
eu 


And now abet xe they lead e 
As their, humours excite, t > 
Twixt kindneſs and feuds paſs the AR, noo 


8 that his match e 
r — 


The TR SINGER: 61 
The JOVIAL SOUL. 
an honeſt old friend, and a merry old 


And a flaſk $M ler me fit the night Jong, = 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe cho repine, 
That they matt feng pbrier,) whit 1 can 6 


1 envy uo metal, the” ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcorn I a wreteh for his lowly eſtate; 
But what I abhor and efteem as a curſe, 
Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not pootneſs.in purſe: 

Then dare be gen rous, dauntleſs, and gay, 
Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away 
Upheld dy our * friends, we our foes may deſpiſe, 
For the more we arc eavy'd, the higher we riſe 


NY οο CODSSDDSSs 


The 'F O *. E's U N T E. 

| By Mr HaxTuey, Comedian: | 

N glorious tings of gold and purple are,. 

1 Bright Sol, in rich refulgent radiance riſe ! 

Emerge from̃ the ſwect boſom of the Eaft, 

Apello, ſplendid monarch of the ſkies! Ip 
The-baft pech Phœbus now aſcends, - [4 

Auroras fed, ti paſt the early dn; 

Haſte then, and ſummon all our ſportixe Fiend, 


Wo ny Parma Her 
The face of all Nature looks joviay gay, 
How grand are the ſports of 94 | 
Nat royalty, riches, or amorous play, © «uk 
Such pleaſures immortal can 3 = 
No II. F Ts + 
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5 * the reſplendent, blooming God of Day, 
tones attune. horn; 5 
White fprightly larks n nd oF 
Their muſic, degicating to the morn; - „ ; 
Come, come, be quick, each bring his ſtately ſeed, 
Let each ſtaunch hunter for the ſport prepare, 
And ftrain his courſer to its utmoſt ſpeed, 
Regardleſs each of danger, toil, or carc. 


Chorus. The face of all Nature, &c. 


Now let's e! the rapacious fox, 
The hounds uncouple, ſend em forth in queſt ; 
Renard . * chace bas hills, dales, moors, and 

rocks, 
And never let him 1 a moment's reſt : | 
| What, tho ſome hours the ravenous traitor flies, 
At laſt upon his ſteps hangs dull delay, | 


Amidſt triumphant ſhouts the felon dies, 


And wit, mirth, and wine ſhall crown the day, 
C bus. The * of all Nature, &c. 


YOUNG JOCKEY. 


I Y Tweed's clear fiream as late I ſtray d, 
Aud fat reclin 2 | 
oun OC chanc:d- to Ways 31 
3 May; 

Well pleas be Gawd 11figd m8 hers, 
For I alone am all his care: 

Then fince he's gen'rous, kind, and free, 
A 


That eve he took me to the fair, 
And bought me ribbons for mi hair, 
With. trinkets I had never ſcen, 


And dane d with we wpan the green . 


Such kindneſs I ſhall ever own, 

And will be true to nun alone, 
For ſince he's 
Young Jockey * the Lad for me. 


'Ere ſummer's gone, he means for lie 
To take, me for his wedded wife, 
And vows he'll ever faithful prove, 
And make me happy in his love: 


1 0 


How bleſt am I with fach a fwain, 

Who ne'er will give my boſom pain ; 

Then ſince he proves ſo kind and free, 
"AY N is the Lad for me. 


The DISCONSOLATE 1 LOVER's "TRIPMPH. 


K — 


By F EL io, of North. Shields. 


N eee 


Pities her ſwaim he wo 


_ eaſe has ſhe given my 
Tut I ſeel 


. 
[23 
K 


now mo pain. bes T 0 
7217 Do: 035; 7 113 4. 


| * Gods, who have thought of my grief, 


"timely aide! vw. 


"ſpeedy! relief, 9 
 Andturning dhe mind of che mid 


nnn ene A 


Who juſtly has 2 breaſt 8 9 be. | 1 


With charms 


3 Which deſtroy' d ee 


5. 


When havghty.prov'd 
22 


* 
al oy 
* 
The 
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The face of my Suſan is fair, 
Her mein modeſt and — of ner, b. 
She' s the Venus of Britain, Fl — af 

Her breath's' feet as new wy — 


And oft do I mention the day, 
Hymen ſhall make us one; 

And often to me ſhe does ſay, 
Thy requeſt ſhall be done. 


Ye ſhepherds who envy my fate, 
And ſcornful to me prove; g 
I care not a ſtraw for your hate, 
Since bleſt with my Suſan's lovc. 


* SOS PDCDODEDEDEC o 
T W E E D- 8 I DE. 


THAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 

Yet Mary's till ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy excred : 

Nor daiſy nor fweet blu roſe, » 
Nor 6 th. gry Gan'ss; the field, 


Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does . 


The warblers are beard i in the grove, 
The blackbird 3 ſweet cooing - - 
With muſic inchant ev'ry buth: 
Come, let us go forth to the mead; 7 
I us fee how the primroſes n 
Wel lodge in ſome village on Twred, 
And love while the feather'd folk ang. 


How | 
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How does my love paſs the long * 
Does Mary D | 
Do they never careleſly , 
While happily ſhe lies alleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt; 
Kind Nature indulging my bliſs, 
Jo relieye the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd fteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 

No beanty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell, 

She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair : 
Say, charmer, have do thy flocks itray ? 

O tell me at noen where they feed ? 
Shall I ſeek him on ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the 1 weed? 


. e eee eres 4 CY .* a, N 5 S A . 3 ONE x 
LOVEL > bt WOMEN. 


HE lity and the bluſhing roſe. 
To many give delight, 


But not a flower on earth that. grows, * & 
Is half ſo bright a fight, 


As lovely women, charming ah 
Pleaſing, teazing, heav'nly women! 


Pray what makes cowards brave _ bold; - 
Or what pave Poets birtk? * 
Or what makes people fond of gu, 
Or pleaſure dwell on carth 


But lovely women, R : 
* 1 t 4 
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When men are ſore oppreſs'd with 
And roam in re opp of peace; = 
There's nought can give ſuch ſure relief, 
And make their torments ceaſe, | 
As lov ely women, Ke. 


Then ſince the Fair give tuch delight, 
Aloud reſound their ;praiſe; ... , 
For who can view the glorious fight, 
And not their 'voices raiſe 
To lovely women, Ke. 


N . —— c 20004 


The MAD DOG's e 
Tyne: Babes i in the Mood. 


000 people all, of every fort, 
” Give ear unto my ſong 
And if you find it wond'rous ſhort, 
It caymey hold you long. 


In Iſlington there was a 1 
Of whom the world might ſay, 
That ſtill a godly race he an, A 
Whene'er he went to pray. 


A kind and gentle heart he kad, 
Io comfort friends and foes ; 
Tbe naked every day he clad 
When he, put on his cloaths. 


And in et u town a Dog © was found, 

As many dogs there be, = 

Both mghigrel, puppy, whelp, and hound 
Ang curs of low degree. 5 


_—::r.7 

= = „ TI . 
*. * a , 

44® 4 _ ; . | 
E. -/ _— "4. # 

4 * _- 4 A FF; _ 


This Dag and Man rarer bent, 
The Dos 9 An ds, 
e „ to. is ws en 

WESTON and bit Ge Mam: 


4 Abad! from al ahs neighbouring ſtreets, | 


The wond'ring people ran, 
And ſwore the had loſt his wits, 
To bite fo 2 Man. 


The wound l ſeem'd bath Hes and ſad, 
To every chriſtian eye; 

And while they ſwore the Dog was mad, 
They ſwore the, Man would die, 


But ſoon a wonder came to light, © 
That ſhew'd the rogues th Kok 
The Man recover'd of the bife | 

The. Dog it was that dy'd. 


"1 * 


15 FP 


The I. A U G H. 


Let the dull, who account it a veakneſs to mile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals re vile. 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll keep up the chorus of ha—ha—ha—hal 


Determin'd . t0 leap. 0 er; the bar of eontroul, 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up. my. freedom of ſoul; 
If Care or Ill nature ſhould « come 10 my reach, 
And foaming with rage, like A | Metho iſt preach, 
| While I know that my boſom is free from à flaw, 
Pl trip Wy their heels, and cy ha—ha—ha—ha! 
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INCE pleaſure's in fafhion, and life. 2 1 a 
In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt. 


— „ 


= y N . 
= 0 
\ - 
- 


68 The POLITE SINGER. 


To be happy, I' dance as the minutes advance, 
Mirth! play thou the fiddle; I warrant I'll dance; 
But ſweeter the mufic will float' in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper d Lucy, be there, 
She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tene or love's nh 


Pl laugh through! the world ini . of frife 
For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 
PH make Daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder and long for a taſte z 


I hen friends, while your boſoms are free from a flaw, 


L Swell round the gay chorus of 1 
N d ο De 


RURAL HAPPINESS. 


Y the mountain's fide reclining, 
B Gazing o'er the landfcape round 
Flow'ry meads, and verdant valleys, 
Which with fertile fweets abound : 
Kind indulgent Nature Fives as 
” Sweets like theſe iwhich ne'er can 7 5 
Doubly hleſt would de our portion, 
Could we but cheſe 8 enjoy. 3 6 


Mark the cutie, gaily v iſtli 
Follow'd by 2 Ir dog; * 
And coy, and bluſhin * 
With. ber iadbons juſt 4 coo 
Hapf ier he than courtly nobles, 95 | 
in folly's tinſel dreſt; aged 
Happier ſhe han jewell'd UAdles, 
| | With a far more peaceful breaft. 
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Down beſide, a 5 
Scel the Mhephetd tines: his * 
While his "vs lambkins anf him wo 
1 3 ary 7 
rom the croude arifg city „ 
' "II hy cropded Pivg ee N 
All its blazing pomp and grandeur, 
CORE eee 


e ο ooo 


HE, AY E- AKISSING | ME. 


Winna marry ony man but Sandy cer ihe lee, 

I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 

T winna hae-the-dominee, for good he canna be; 5 

But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee, 
For he's aye a-kifling, kifling, aye a-kiſling me, 
Hr TREE ee me. 


1 3 * 7186 72 de.. 


I wine baethe miniferdan # his godly logks, 

Nor yet will I the lawyer hae for à his wily crooks; 

I winna hae the ploughman-had, nor yet. will I the 
miller, 


rA 
$2219 4 fl Gs Fer he's 3ye whilling, &c. ware 


ad, for be gangs to "the 


TL $3 
I winna hae the failor-lad, becauſe be ſmells o tar; 
I winha hae the lord nör ira, for «their wiickle 


But alte, TP id] f Baer ver "A de mier 
For he's aye a-Killing, Kc, , 


YZ 
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The tass of the. M111. 


W has cer been, at daes, ſt neat 
A | 


know the 
t the ſign N SL Tf OT the bill; 
Where =» grave and the gay, the clown and the 


Without all diſtin&ion, ee go. 
Where the grave and the gay, &c. 


This my vf the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and winning an air, 
That once ow the ever. green bank 23 he Rood, + 
I'd firere the whe Venaz juſt ſprang frees the ipod. 
nds oP poten oe pon gee 


en d my miſtake, 
For — — eee; 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 
r beautiful Iooks of the — che Mill. 


"While noting, ce. 


" 
o enliven ep wa Tarv e wood Aa clay; ; 


Had Polly been with him, en of her eyes, 
E. ſaw d him the trouble of rpbbi ng. the ies, 
Had ron been vin kim, Fe. 


os en I does this 607 Laß of übe Nt 
ow | hugs this Jar ab are, k 


Oh G kf have the this Ta e 7 


al the day, dee. 


4 


= 
% 
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The APOLOGY. 80X6. 


F IND. Sica, you would ſet me 


But thus, fince 


Before you are ſure I can OP ; 


your ears you dare, venture, 


Tu — 7 lungs, and fal tot. 


My voice it is none of the cleareſt 
with a rhyme; 
So I'm glad you allow me to — 


That ever begun 


For badi mar grow better in time. 


The deonkard when quite mw fe ih 
| Cries out "tither bottle here bring; A 
So I, wich a voice like a raven, | 


Am even attempting to fg 


Yet remember, tis at your entreaty, 


That here I exhibit my ill; 
And ſince you have ſet me 
Huzza! — ru end when 


But to pleaſe YOU 28 well as Im = og | 

fatisfaction the more, Lig 
Il . rags and fing: ſung a little; 
And then rein be time to give O er. a 


And give 


'S 


will. 


Some — all? foe = diety;, 


Are 
- While others, 


Wigh bawdy, pert, 


.P 


baſkfel, and fay they've-2 cold; 


r aver, wad bold. 
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Pm ſure thoſe are none of my failings ; 
I neither am fearful, „ 

So Sirs, if 'twill quit you the — A9 
You're welcome to try me again. - | 


That's right, Sirs,—1 ſee you are ſailing; | 
Why then, I am certain twill do 
Whether me or my ſong tis * laugh at, 


There's always diverhtion you. 
d Sc 
„ 0 R 1 2 E L. 
JEN larks forſake the flow _ 
And love's ſweet numbers ſw 
My voice ſhall join their morning kin, 
In praiſe of Florizel. | 
| Where woodbines twiſt their fragrant thade, 
And noontide beams repet ; 


Til ret me on the tufted mead, * 1 
And 4fing of Florizel, EE 1 


When moon beams dance among the boughs, 
That lodge ſweet Philomel; 
P'll pour with her my tuneful vous, 

And ng ok Florizel. 


Were mine, ye great, your envy'd lot, 
In gilded courts te .qwell; _ 33 
Id Jeave them for 2 lonely cot, 
un love and PIO. 


Te LASTING” LOVER. , 1 


ELL me, charming, lovely creature 
Will you never eaſe my pain? 
Muſt I die for ev'ry feature? | 
Muſt I always love in vain? 
The deſire of admiration | 
Is the pleafure you purſue ; 
Pray thee, try a laſting paſlion, 
Such a love as mine for you. 


Tears and ſighing could not move you, 
| For a Lover ought to dare; 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you. ſaid I went too far: 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſceming ? 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill? 
Conqueſt is the joy. of women, 
Let their ſlaves be what they will. 


Your neglects with torments fill me, 
And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe z * 
Pray, conſider if you kill me, . 

You will have a Lover leſs: 

If your wand'ring heart is beating 
For new Lovers,—let it be; : 

But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


G 


Ne 1, 
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The BIRKS of INVERMAY. 


HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to ſing ; 
And while they warble from each ſpray, .. .. 
Love melts the univerſal lay : 4 
Let us, Amanda, timely wilt, A 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 
Among the Birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade ; 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd fongſters pleaſe no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu, ye Birks of Invermay. 


The lav'rocks now, and lintwhites ſing, 
The rocks around with echos ring, 
The mavis and the blackbird vie, 

In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 

The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits, 

5 To mirth all nature now invites 
* Let us be blithſome then, and gay, 
| Among the Birks of Invermay. 


Behold, the hills and vales around | 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
 Gainbol and dance about their dams; 
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The buſy bee, with humming noiſe 

And all the reptile kind rejoice : ; 
Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the Birks * 


Hark how the waters, as * 
Loudly my love to gladneſs c 
The wanton waves ſport in the © A 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance ; 
Let us as jovial be as they, 
Among the Birks of Invermay. 


FDOCCDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDSOODDSDDD 
ALLAN WATER. 


HAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie ? 
On 4 ten thouſand graces wait, 

Each ſwain admires and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt the trod the happy plain, 

She tet each youthful heart on fire - 
Fach nymph = to her ſwain complain, 

That Annie kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling, deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freth and fair, 
When Flora s fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before ber 
All night, when He no more is ſeen, 
In bliſsful dreams * ſtill adoxe her. 
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Among the crowd Amy ntor came, 
He look'd, he lov'd, y > bow'd to Annie; 3 
Wis riting ſighs expreſs! d his flame, 
His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould I deceive 5e? 
Alas! your love muſt be deny'd, 


This deſtin'd breaſt can ne&er relieve * 


i Vi 


Young Damon came with Cupid's 1 WP 

His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms . 
Ile ſtole away my virgin heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may ſind, 

Vn yonder plain the nymphs are many; 

Then chuſe ſome heart that's uncontin'd, 

—— ans leave to 825 his own . 


coco eps c Dc ce ed. 
POLLY 1 the HILL. $ 
By mn: 9.— late of Newcaſtle upon Tyne. 


E youngſters all, whe ſport anc ply 
A while your mirth keep Rill 3 
While 50 attempt to tuhe * **. 3 


"Do" Polly on the Hi.“ 


But how ſhall I her form deſcribe ? 1 
She's ſo divinely fair ! of 
The power of words would not imdibe Fr 
Her ev'ry ſhape and air, 


+ Ve- 
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Venus of Medicis, ſo fam'd 
For proud Italians' ſkill, | | 
Would hang her head and look aſham'd, 
Near Polly on the Hill. 


All Nature's beauty here's diſplay'd ; 
For tho' you gaze your fill, 

Each moment ſome new charm's array'd 
In Polly on the Hill. ii 


Her father's cottage you may view, 
Ti ſeated near a mill; 

If Bolly's there, —O then, "tis true, 
She's Queen of all the Hill. 


Souls celeſtial only know 
What objects Nature fill: 

But firſt—and firſt of things below, ; 
_ Shines Polly on the . 


N 


* eft 8 / 


By GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 
Tune Maggy Lauder, | 


TOW we're free from College rules, 


From common-place-book reaſon, 
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From trifling ſyllogiſtic ſchools, 
And ſylteme out of ſeaſon; 
Never more we'll have defin'd, 
If matter thinks or thinks not ; 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is—he who drinks—or drinks not. 


G 3 f Me- 
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Mctaphyſic'ly to tres, | 
The ininid er fout a ned ä F 
Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected; 
Better ſouls we can't become 
By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuam, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſculs, 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too :— 
A plenum in our wine we ſhow, 
With plus, and plus behind, Sir, 
And when our cath is minus, low, 
A vacuum ſoon we ting, on 7-7 


Copernicus, that Jearned ſage, 
Dane Tycho's error proving, 

Declares in— can't tell what page 
The Earth round Sol is moving :. 


Nut which goes round, what's that to us? ? 


Tach is, perhaps, a notion; 
With Earth and Sun we wake no fuſs, 
But mind the bottle 5 motion. 


Great Galileo mW was us'd 5 
Buy ſuperſtitious fury; TRY 
Antipodeans were „„ 

By ignoramus jury: _ - 

But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy; + 18 

For when we're drunk, probatum CY 

We're tumbling roply, * 


AIG — 


Wan ale. 7 lights MY 
And different colours knew, Sir N 
Don't let us diſturb our heads, 
We will but ſtudy two, Sir — 
White and Red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and Refraction; 
After him we name our —_— | 
dec Center df Attraction 


On that Theſis well nn 
With ſtratum ſuper ii ratum; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 
Tis Nature's Poſtulatum : 
Wine in Nature's next to „ 
Then 3 let us blend em 3 


Firſt tho phyſically ove, 
That? * — 


PUSH ABOUT the "BRISK * :BOWL ! 1 


USH about the briſk 3 dein enliven 1 the- 
eart, 27>; va 1-3 
While thus we fit round on the Sorta * 
The lover who talks of this ſufferings and ſmart, 
| Deſerves to be reckan d an Aſp... 1 
Delervai, . Ae 4 


The wretch bo tees 
And withes to add to the maſs; 

| Whate'er the curmudgeon may think dt 
Degſerves to be reckon'd an Als. IA 

Dees, Ke. 
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The doo who ſo ſmart with his vell-powder'd 
air, * 

An angel beholds in his glaſs ; 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 

May juſtly be reckon'd an Aſs. 


May juſtly, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate may roam 
Of Creœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 8 
But oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on an Af. 


Claps the _ *. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well cover'd Ld braſs; 

Tho he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are the Afs. 


There you, &c. 


* who knows ev ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produced in this claſs ; 


The ſick man a while.may confide in his Kill, 
But death proves the _ an Aſs. 55 


| Bur death ke. : | 
| Then Jet us, compuntons, be joviat and gay, 
| By turns take our bottle and laſs; 


For he who his pleaſure puts off for A day 5 
Deſerves to be-reckon'd an Am. 


K. reer ; _ NF, 
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"718 KEV. OVER Now! 


1 jr =p as suepben, #thoughtleſs young 
Was acc ro a ſtrariger to pain; 
Defying, ul Linco, the powers above, 

To wound his gay heart with the arrow of love: 
Exulting with tranſport, not fearing the blow, 
I've held out fo long, that— tis all over How. 


But lovely young Phoebe, the pride of the plain, 
Intended by Cupid to vanquiſh the ſwain; 

Came preſently tripping, diſplaying her charms, 
And Strephon' — eaſe he Gems. . 5 
The roſy young God, as he view'd them below, 
Cried archly—poor fellow— tis all ws now | 


„„ 


The once laughing werber now caught in the of 


And yieldsihis 2Mefiions 40 Phoebe 1 1 
She hrars his entreaties, ſhe-loy'd him 3 
He offers to wed her, — het could * 10 mort: 
The parſan has joir d em, they're happy then vo, 


And Fhœbe cries, Strephon — tis all over now! | 


- . — Thi 2 75 8 : 
be DEATH of e WARE. r 


$276 Nun Nennt 
JHE morning 5s. Wo Unre. looks 
gay, 2 "1604: N 


Away, my brave boys, —t our horſes away 


For the prints of bby Imai in queſt of the hare; Y | 3 


We have not ſo much as a — apa ach -— * 
Hark! the*lively” 2 N mactodious 
2 Sunds, s 1128 
Tp he m muſical _h of the marry mow hands 


O' er 


I The troubles of life are by 
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Oer highlands, and lowlands, and woodlands we fly, 
Our horſes full ſpeed and our hounds in full cry ; 
So match'd in their mouths and ſo ſwiftly-they run, 
Like the train of the ſphere and the race of the ſun: 
Health, joy, and felicity dance on the grounds, 
And bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hounds. 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſign 

That the hare, Ae a ſtout one, begins to decline: 

A chace of two hours or more ſhe has led; | 

She's down! look about you,—they have her — 
mes dead! 

nom ennie 

| Of horns, and a'ſhout to the chorus of hounds. 


> - SOOCOSOooOootoCooocaoooaonaog e 


ILL LIVE, LOVE, and LAUGH. 


Perg, r amuſement of life lt we live 
Prove ev'ry delight friendſhip can give; 
here eafy good-nature gives converſe a zeſt, 
Where fene in the light robe of humour is dreſt ; 
Where harmony, Ys TS RS. 

. Our fouls to improve, and our tempers refine. ' 


At the feſtival board, which my Phœbe can ſhare, 
The jet, which ber punpeſyunſylly'$ nap ear, 
_ Unbluſhing enjoy, —unrepining approve; | 
CY WS way 


* 


While harmony, Kc. | 
Fime wis meant for a bleing, not dealt 268 curſe, 
+ Frans pie 


The:fullen recluſe may difreliſh my plan, 
But I'll live, and Tl love, and Tough while can. 


ans & C. 
0 o. 


* 05 
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c Oo N D . 
BV 2 G—— of NewcasTLE.. 


Sung in the Charadter of the, Comic Mole, ; at the 
Theſpian Theatre,“ Newcaſtle, 1780. 


Tune. Variety. 


SK you who's a-ſinging here,. 
Who ſo blithe can thus appear ? ? 
m the; Child of wit and glec, 
Ana bd name is—CoMEDY. 

72 Comedy, &c. | 1 


1 5 


To me wit's pleaſing. arts are known, 


| Love's ſofteſt ons are my own; 
Gay mirth and laughter follow me: 
Such am I, gay Comedy. 


I'm ſoother of the dls Ven 
| And N bell, the ſoul to reſt; | 
ive e palld enſe variety; 
Such the pow'r of Comedy. ea 


e . 


Sylphs, fairies, genii on 
Whilſt Shate/f 72 genius 477 e train: 
The pun, the catch, the frolic Fee _ 
Laugh in the train 'of Comedy. 


n &c. 


? Ye 
2 . the founder of the Ore... 
cian Drama :—A ſmall place fitted up by a number of 
young men, for the purpoſe of amuſing e 
and friends. 
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Ye beaus! choice ſpirits of the, pit! 
Fam'd for loud hugh and fricering wit, 
Come follow; follow, follow me 5 
The ſoul of mirth i Comedy. 
3 Comedy, Comedy! 
The ſoul of mirth is Comedy, 
The ſoul of mirth is Comedy. 


The BUSH aboon RAA. 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 
H | PI tell bow Peggy grieves me, 
thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 
Unheeded never move her; | 
At the bonny buſh -aboon Traquair, 


*Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me Bad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt hd, 
80 ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs d, Pm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now i ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; x 
If c'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, | 

' She looks as nel er * 
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The bonny buſh. bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember, 

But now her . frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in un, 


| 11 TM * 
ve rural 8 who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me | 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 

Af not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender. 
I'll leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
— To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


The BAD WIFE. 


> man who for life is plagu aga'd with a wife, 
Is ſure in a wretched condition; 


Go things how they will, ſhe Ricks by him ſtill, . 
And death is his only —— a 


To trifle and toy, may give a man joy, 
Incited by Jove or by beauty; 
But where is the bliſs of a 1 kiſs, 

When paſſion is r by ny 1 ? 


So the ** if poſſeſs d of a bone of the beſt, 
May hre at pleaſure; 

But if to his tail tis ty'd, without fail, 
He $ harraſs d and phage beyond meature? 


- 


The SURPRIZE : From the Duznna. 
Do Tune Deil take the Wars. 


EN fable Night, each drooping plan re- 
ſtoring, 
e 


pt o'er the flowers her breath did ri 
As ſome ſad widow o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes it beauty with a tear: 
When all did fleep, whoſe m_y hearts could der- 
ro 
One hour, from love and as to reſt z 
Lo! as I prefſs'd my couch in filent ſorrow, . 
My Lover caught me to his breaſt. = 
He vow'd he came to fave me, 
| From thoſe who would enſlave me; 
| Then kneeling, kiſſes ſtealing, endleſs faith he wore: 
3 | But ſoon I chid him thence ; | 
For had his fond | 
O Obtain'd one | ay, then, 
And he had preſs'd again, 
I fear d my creacherous heart * grant him more. 


Y 


The QUEEN of LIBERTY. 
By D. OsTLE, 
rue  Damon's Inconſtancy. 


| beauteons aide and wege ſwains, 
Forſake your e leaye the plains : 
.. 92 
In Joker ſtrains, came join with me, 
- To hail the Queen of Liberty. 
To hail, &c. 


The POLITE SINGER. 


Your magic harps, ye Muſos, bring, 
In ies. = aſſiſt to ſing? 
In S, Ke. 
Of her 1 — my ſong ſhall he. j's 
The charming Queen of Liberty. | os. 
The charming, &c. _ | | 


A form compleat, an angel's * | 
In temper ſweet, as Venus 
In temper, &c. 
Her matchleſs wit, and carriage free, 
Proclaim her Queen af —_— | 
Proclaim, Ke. 
* 


When ſmiling Spring triomphs yy 
Or lovely auturzn chears the , | 1 
bf Or lovely, cc. 7 
More blooming fweets in her we 3 IJ 
Fair Goddeſs, Queen of Liberty. 


Fair Goddeſs; &c. 


The wond'ring crowd aiabing gaze, 
The youths and virgins tune * 3 
The youths, &c. s 
All Nature, with one voice 
To hail her Queen of Liberty. — 
r — 


0 Hymen, eaſe a Lover's pain! 

Nor jet me longer ſue in van: 

275 Nor let, &. 3 | 1 ** 

Pronounce me bleſt, and give to me 1 
The charming Queen of Liberty. 

Tibe S Kc. 4 


5 


$8 The POLITE SINGER: 


N AN N Y-0. 


ILE ſome far plcaſure pawn | thelt e, 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
III fave: myſelf, and without ſtealth, ; 


Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—O : 

She bids more fair t' engage a Jove, 
Than Leda did or Danae—O : 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elle ſhould ſit but Nanny—O: . 


How joyfully my ſpirits: riſe, 4359 

When dancing ſhe moves Gady—O;- ; 
J gueſs what heaven is by her eyes, 
' "They ſp aß ſo divinely—0. 

Attend my , ye Gods, while 1 
Breathe in the bleſs'd Britannia, 
None's happineſs I 'ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nanny. 
-ZCHORVUS. 
My bonny, bonny Nanny—O, - 


My lovely, charming — . 
I care not tho” the auld know, 


How —_— I _ mn_ 7X 


The PLEASURES of DRINKING. | 
Tune. Jumps of Pudding. _ | 
OLLO! keep it up, 1 and round 
| as iN, + , | boys pot 
Let each fries bis bumper, and drink: to his l: 2 


_ Away with dull thinking, tis madneſs to think; 
And let thoſe be "_ who've 8 to drink. 


Si- 


* 
3 


— 


The POLITE SINGER. 89 


Silence that vile clock, with its iron-tongu'd bell, 
Of the hour that's departed ſtill ringing the knell: 
But what is't to us that the hours fly away? | 
"Tis only a ſignal to moiſten the clay. 


 Huzza, boys | let each take a bumper in hand, 

And ſtand, if there's any one able to ſtand : 

How all things dance round me!— tis life, though, 
my boys; | 


Of drinking and ſpewing how great are the joys ! 
My head, O my head !—but no matter, tis life; 
Far better than moping at home with one's wife: 


Ihe pleaſures of drinking you're fure muſt be grand, 
When I'm neither able to think, ſpeak, nor ſtand! | 


e e ee eee eee 

| TAKING te FETF.- 

By ]Þ-— 8 late of NEW CAS TU r. 

bucks, and ye bloods, and ye lads of true 

ſpirit, | N 
Whom the Nectar ambroſial of life does inherit; 
Attend to my numbers, - you ne'er will regret, 
"Tis a cure, by the patent, for Taking the Pet. 


If the monſoons of life don't blow as you wiſh, 4 
For what mortal on earth can expect conſtant bliſs 7) 
Take a girl that is virtuous, —you ne'er will regret, _ 3 
Her ſmiles will ſecure you from Taking the Pet. of 


*Fis the weak or the ſimple, the blockhead or knave; 
Who always at marriage and women do rave; 
Take the girl then who loves you, you neꝰ er can regret, 
In hey breaſt is a cordial for Taking the Pet. 


-» 


H 3 TS 


If in trade and in town; or in — 

What havock's in life when the paſſiohs encel ) 

If you drowu em with Getting . 
ing regret; 4 4 41 

Tis | your wife that — keep you | from Taking _ 
＋ "rt Pate 530 5 2 9 £50% +4 ary t 

Then away with our bottles, your balls, and your 
toys, inn fs wot 

No mortal of ſenſe can be pleas'd with foch joys: 

If fingle, get marry'd, —you. ne er will regret 

If marry d. rejoice that vou re free Been the + 


If ſome Filings and foibles attend on the State, 
You may reaſon a little, but begiu no debate; 
Take your wife by the hand, and you ne' er will 


reg 


r 
Her ſmiles Menne you from: Taking the Pct. 


SC 


I * Wn. cee IDE ce cp 

. * r 4 
N, Y laddie has gane far = * ot, — 7 
3 While in ſorrow behind lm forc. 3 5* 
tb blue bells and- violets th hedges A 


Tho trees are in bloſſom, and weet Shs the thorn, 


F No pleaſure they give me, in vam they look g Bays 


There's nothing can pleaſe now, my cud e 3; 
- Forloen I fit ũnging, and this is my strain. 540 
CT: Haſte, haſte, My. dear Jockey, 4 | * diy & 4 * 


. Haſte, haſte, my dear Jocker „ Zagat 141 
* Rake, baſe, 1 my dear Jockey, to me back again | 


f N 1 "4 2 4287 2.13 l 

- When, lads and their laſles are on the green met 

rer dance and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 

* ontented and happy, with hearts full of ern e ok 
Toca t, without envy, their err | 


1 | Thoſe 
3 . -+ 8 : wo. — | | 3 


** 


% 


— — 


| Thoſe naſti ada 
PEI IE 
It makes me to ſighs I from tears ſcart 
I wiſh my dear Jockey: rewri'd back again! 
an 
But Hope - hall ſuſtain ma, non will] deſpair, 
He promis d be-waulq in a fortnight be here ; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes IH feat, 
For Love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte: 
Then farewel euch cave, arid adicureach vain figh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as 1 
I'll ſing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
| When ** ere fen 
1 II. wud 
tho MA, IZKS 


DOLL 44 s TX E E ON: 
Tune Cupid Triumphant. able 


NOLL and Strephon, 1 en 

On the fifth of laſt December, . 

Miet to celebrate the day, 1 

Chearful, blithe, ſerene, and 827 3, ET >: 
| Chearful, Kc. 1 


. 


Strephon ſays, dear, Dolly do Þ, £5 uk - 
* no, no, no, no, no, „ | 
Strephon, &. E 
Why would Strez char PE 14 
oe her? . 


Any favour that wou 
Should I to your Iwill giye. N, 
What will all our lafled: ſay ke, 


\ 


What will, Nc % by lt l 5 7 
Maids ſuch favours ſhould de ii 
Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, _—_— N LAT po 5 +. 
Maids. ſuch, Ke: Ti WM i 1210 7 

„ 


1 
2743. | 


d 


Coon; cola come, 2 _ 


. 1 


= oF 


Ro ly roger cor a 7 7 q i Re va 4.0 -, 
— * to pl pleaſe me, 


n 1250 
Ts e 


| "ewes deen before De 4 


Till we've been, &c. 


Do you think I' then fay No? 


Ne, 1 
Been * 8 8 


When his Doly chis had * 
It was all poor Strephon wanted; 


Io the church they both did 2 


. Love and Hymen witking” by: 
Love, C 


vs ag} is no Jong coy. fs 
Joy, Joy, joy, joy , al 


Jolly, &c. 


CODODOGOOOOOOGE 4m o οο 


FRIENDSHIP, 10vs, and — 


une 1 . 


27 ORTALS, 1 learn to meaſure. 
I NM Time, by: the chtent of joy: 
Di a ſhort and * aN 


Strephon, da pot . 


no no, no, no! 


. 


. 


= 2 ßercer flames ſhould ſeize you, 


4 10k 5 50 8 2 
ns 1 F 


d pe 

mw 5 2 21 n 

51 4 Ser FATE 33) a * 
N MIA and wine ales; eg 

From all ills defend-gþe; wind 4. 

2 them guarded and delight 
_ Hap N 2 . ra Hesl ble ne H = 
R 


| And Eives ſorrow Res vids! at Lie bat: 


— 


4 N 
5 . © by 0 - , 0 
＋ N * | | a - * 4 ' , : 
Þ<.., ou * p * © 3 5 * | a * p 8 2 g , 
— r AA Ä ]⁵˙—·uͥui TTT ˙—é¼icôô 
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MODERATION and ALTERATION. 4 


RN 1 
a worthy old gentleman, who had a 9 
- 4899 22 eie; 2 a F368 1: blo bs K 17 ' 2 

2 $3359 3 een 8 421 aan 5 hh 1 
| Withagoodold portertorelieve the poor nt tl 


Mold ea 


| Moderation, moderation | a 
O wonderful moderna L 


pq The POLITE SINGER. 


With a good lady;whoſe anger a good-warid affuages, 
Who neverrknew what e I 1e. 
men, or pages 


| But every quarter 11 
And kept twenty or thirty old men in blue coats 
and badges. 


| Moderation, &c. 
With an old! stb full or lerne dd books, 
And a reverend old | chaplain, you might know bim 
| by his looks; 
An old butte: NE Tm bad | 
And a good 0 kitchen _ maintains half 
good cooks. 


Moderation Ac. | 
With an \ old hall, 8 round - hs. 


and bows, 
And old frords and aan which had borne 
many hard blows; 
eee hoſe, 
And a cup of tae? of rare 
| 6 EXE io: HON 4 
\ Moderation,' zk. VPN 
hangs dads hens OS CATED BY 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 
And have good cheer enough in every old room, 
. wake 2 cat peak, nad a wile 


man Ol; 
+ S. 34 3 


8 41. 
1 5 
** f Le Fu 1 
| Moderation, e. $*47-a5S U 


The POT TE NE 95 | 
Witk an old kuntiman, a r and ack of 


Widhwhich hene'er Rünsed beten e 
For be, like a wife man, kept himfelf within bounds, 
A dy d _ * _ A — thou- 
and \powndls: : "OY e bak” 
Moderation, e. HIST 


Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſe and land he aſſi ign wa, 
him in his will to be of the fame bounti- 


mind 3 
But in the end you han hear bow he was + lnclin 1 
And left his good old father's Ne behind. 


Alteration, alteration! 


Oo wonderful pheration ! 


Like 2 young ps who had ju taken rokke 


of his land, 
He took wp a thouſand nds upon his own borid; 


Kept a brace or two or creatures at. his own com- 
mand, 
And — at taverns "_ he could neither 80 


Alteration, 6. 5 


Wich a new Lads; who was freſh Shar 1 fair, | 
And never knew what args joe? to Fe or 


4 care; a . 
Who kept » dozen or two of fans to-play the wan- 
:-feow=tail hair. 


ton air, 


And half a dozen dreſſes made of horſes manes and X 
AS, &e. : 


Is 93 


. 3 . 4 
8 # a | | I 
. z 4 
+ 2M 


— — —— 
2 * 


— 
9 
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- 


— 


96 The .POLITE|SINGER. 


With a new libraryſtuff d fullofpamphletsand 35 
And a new-faſhion'd ſort of a e or: 


+: : faſter than he prays 3 | 
Alſo — that opens but . 
; ve or fix days, Zn 12 2 


And a large kitchen fior'd with nocbing ber kick- 


Alteration, &c. 


, F 9 . * 
. 
* . + wor ” - 


With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 
In which was never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal, 
or wood ; Gia ittle good, 
Tt was hung round with pictures, which id the poor 
The ſubject whereof were all} profane ** lewd. 


Alterktion, &c. 


With a new M ep hed Chinn is ane, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave: nobody at home but our new porter, 


| John, . [with a ſtone. 
nn the poor with a thump, WP. R | 
5 Alteration, ce. 


Wich a new valet, his is perſon to adorn, £1 
In order to attend my lord's levee in the morn ; 
In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades, and plays, 
The young 3 conſumes e and days. 


1480. 


39 r Eik bis Laber eld gold, 
For Shih any raf: His father 's good * manors 


n ee 
Which i the raihn moſt men do held, 
That 3 g is now-a-days grown ſo 


Alteration, fie. „ The 


5 


N 4 i» |y 


** POLITE "SINGER, 7 


5 The PADLOCK. ” 2 


Ds, when fair and 

As Hoop hes divinds Rag) 

not be: from lere ce, 
By doors of or walls of beafs. . 


Tal anne huſband, tell us, 
Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous ? 
Can harſk-reftraint, 1. the bar, 
e e thy wife leſs fair? 


her abroad, ar and let her 
Thar 2 all this wor Kc,” 


Which ſhe, Prey longs to know, 
Is powder, pocketrglaſs, and beau. 


Be to ber virtues ever kind, 
Be to her faults a little blind ; 
Let all her ways be unconfin d, 


And clap your Padlock — on her mind. 


* 


neee S e 


The WAT to HOLD HIM. 


Fair, poſſeſs'd of e 3 
; To captivate the will; 
'- Whoſe ſmiles can rage irſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 5 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, * | 
Where flatt'ry bears no part? 3 | 
An honeſt ' verſe, that flows lincere | He 
And candid from the heart. 3 


xe II. 1 2 * 


— 1 
1444 


98 The poHr RN INGER: 


Great is. your pow 'r but;greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 


If, as ye all can make a net 221 | 
1 Ye all could make a cage l | 
= n oy 
F 15 21 al 11 


on ' 


1 But to what end a pris'ner make, 
= Unleſs weve. * IP: g uns 


Attend the n olten — 
Too often told in van: 
Learn that beſt art, the art t . 
And lock the lover $ 15. 
Gameſters to little pu 8 with, | 
Wo loſe again bi 
Though 2 may ee charm 9 900 | 
"Tis ſweetneſs makes it laft. 5 | 


The VICAR and MOSES. 


rn was once, it is ſaid, - but 'tis out of 
35 

* And mote ſo yer true is my tale, 

* 10 \ That a tun-belly'd vicar, bepimpled with liquor, 
n ſtick to no text like good ale. 


f Toll ball de roll loll de roll 1. 
ne once went ent 9 8 11 * roſe, , 
1 This pa then non. ſe, ipſe: 


b 1 dye ay. ? what's that. toy nas ay? | 
„ the parſon vas tipſy, 
Toll toll, LE Ky 


The 


* * 0 , v * N ___ ö EF: * * , 4 * * 
1 
4 * 
= _ f . — - - — 
* 
4 Rad . — 
5 «. 
; , | | | | * | 99 


The clerk he came in, vith'a band-bobbjng. chin,” 
As ſolemn and ſtupid as may he: 


The vicar he yap'd, the den undd and. ſcray'd, 
(thing Fe Sir 10, bury rr NN 


Our author ſuppoſes the clerk's name was Moſes ; 3 

He look'd at his maſter ſo roſy; _- . 
Who wink'd, with one + with, his wig all ary, 

And hiceup'd out,“ «how i is it Moly 7” 


2 Sir, is carry'd, by you tobe bury; 1 

Bury me Maſy ?—no, that won't do; 

; a Lord, Sir, (ſays the clerk) you're alli in the dark, 
* 'Tis a child to be bury d, not you. 


Well prithee don't hurry, — the infant ru dae: 
« But, dear Sir, the corps cannot ſtay.” 
Hob]. can't jt, man ?—whby, for once we will * 
If a corps, Mofy, can run away.” > 


> 


Moſes warmly 'reply'd, © Sir; the pariſh will | hide, 
« For' Reel ng them out in cold weather. 


Ah! Moſes, ſays he, go tell em from me, . 2 


T fhall bury chem warm all together. e 3 
. 1.00000 GOT wi © USE el $2.3 <4 4 * = 

% But, Siu io diss hard 5 ber baue pagubd”. 
Regard, Moſes ? bhat makes me ſtay.z;+ + 7. 7 * 
For no corps, ung ar old, in the rain will cach 


cold, 


B/ Rl Moſes, you and I,may. Ws: - 4 


Moſes hegg'd he'd. begone, Foying, en N 
ne,. 2; GS 3 in EY __ 

cc Ariſe, and III. * id you my . Fg 0 
"Tis hard, quoth the vicar, to leave thus my liquor, = 
And walk, when I'm ſure I can't Rand. 0 Ee 


24 : 


S. 24 
1 ö : * Eo 
þ 47 4 wh 
1 9 a 8 
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* oy * , 5 
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gud —— 


ke 


161; bus nene ef. 


{15 as. 1 


Then be e. the der; n it he's ry 
— otily he fa nted; * n 


ei der vext,—I cart nd the tent, 
took | be curkelly pred, bis £& *? 


*\ Women. of man born ; chars wrong, eker. 
« Oh! Wanner woman | 


« Cnt down like a flower, is deſtroy'd in an "OY 


2 


2 


nn dying, is, n 


3 =__ hey @ fin 4 forth, 5 Ege pt "this e 
nne dn, ſexo, ut it-3 1 


r Moſes, I truſt, we 


WE 5 * wore d. Eat 4 


ee 


5 WF 7 


The VIRGIN "PR AT BR! | 


ate vt 2 N. 


The BLITHESONE vn el. 
Y let us 1 to the Bridal, 
| For there will* be liſting therc; 
For to be married to Maggy, 
The laſs wi the gawden hair. 
And there will be lng Kal and pottage, 
And bannocks of barley-meal;, 
And there will be good fawt herring, 
To relith a cog "af good. ale. ; 


Fy let us to the bridaly le.. | * 


And there will be Sawncey: the footer,” | 
And Will wi? the muckle mou? ; 

And there will be Tam the plutter, 

With Andrew the tinkler, I trow; 

And there will be bow-legg'd Robbie, 

With thumbleſs Katy's goodman;. - 

And there will be blue-cheek's Dowbie, 
And Laurie the laird of the land. wa 

1 5 fy let us, * | 


ths date rer Ss Er . 


„ 


* 1. POLITE: e 


— And there will Yoiſowlibbes Patie, 
| And plucky-fac'd Wat o' the Kal, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, ' \ 
That wins in the how © the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in the black Beffie did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that Hand 3 aft on the ſtool.” 


Fy let us, &c. 


And Madge that 1 was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wo after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd na warſe! 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh with the lity-white —_ 7 
Wa gade to the ſouth far manners, | 
And * up her wame in Mons-meg. 


"9p let wy &c. 


2 And there will be Jakes dene, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flae-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg; 
And there will be happer- ars d Nancy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 
Mack Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
| . The lads wy the gowden wame. 


- 0 

. *. 5 4 

_ 

©" M4 G E I 

$ v . ” *-4$ 4 . 
. N \ q = F Ty let Kc. 8 4. 
=_ ; us, 1 . 7 
3 | FE61 


And "M04 * . e Ciragelb Gee . 

With his glakit wife Jenny Bell, 11 

And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, 
1 he lad that was Ie himſell. 


There 
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There lads und laſſes in eb 
Will feaſt in the heart of the — 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
* are baith Todden and raw. 8 
6 Fy let 0c... 
And there will be fadges and 3 
And fowth of good gabbocks of ſkate, 
Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdie, 
And cauler rowt-feet in a plate: 
And there will be partans and buckies, 
And whitings and ſpeldings enew, 
With ſheep-heads and a haggies, | 
And ſcadlips 9. up till ye ſpew. 
3 if Fy let' us, &c. 


And there vill de lapper d- milł kebbocks, 
And ſowens, and farls, and baps, 
With ſwats, and wy 119.2 paunches, 
And brandy and in caps; 
And there wi * and caſtocks, 
With ſkink to fop tin ye rive,  &: 
And roaſts to roaſt' on 4 brander, „ 
Of flowks' — were ren A 
©. Wits, &. 


Serap d b. baddocks, vin dulſe, and tangle, 

2 a 

Wen weary with Le "and" drinking, 
Wen up, and Gatice till we die. 


n to che bridal, 

7 uy my * . * 
or Jockeys to be marry d to 

2 * 
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TI . yon as much money 


The $HEPHERKRD's N 
q ii 1 


92 ep 8 
He laid b 924 ., ak 
And there he ** his an 

4 BE by N ral, Lak as 


He looked! dh hp looked veſt; 1 
He gave an er 1 ww 
And 1. he ſpy d a Lady fair ED 

Swimming in d brook. 1 54 5 * 4 
He rais d his head frac: hin green bed, 
And thus a d the mid: 
Put on your'cloaths, my dear, he ſaid, 


And be ye nor, afraid. 7 


If Ser 2 touch my mantle, 
cloathi alane, 


As vou can Vf . 117 Fand to 
„ 

1 win not touch your. MR mw. 
But let your; a 


And Til take vou out of the waters, 
dy Gears to ene $3 
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To ſew a ſeam, 
Than to get. up in 
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When ſhe out of the Wers came, 
He took her in his h mas 1 2 
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And let my 
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TELL Mx, ur HEART. 
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Whe wy taviſh'd car - 
No other We thee 9 uote 
No other's. Wit hut her's. approve; ii « , - 
Tell me, chert, if this. bai Lune. h 10 
iz lag bas N za Il we? 
If ſhe ſome others ſwain chmch end, 
Though 1,was onde his: femdeſt friend, 
His inſtant {Þ+prove y ft mtv 


"Tell Ez my * e. 
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3 h buſy. ſcene, 
N of the fair? 
nee 


7, Nanty, hes, whas'thow're, far 2 
thou not cat A wiſh bet ind?” ©; f 
HB 8. wilt wou ce the af e 


1 vill chat ſaft and gentle mein 
28 Tann do ber? 8 


Nor then reprer-fs | the ſcene Ea. ? 


; Where died wert, &cs 7." 5a | 8 
1 _ So New * tore fie writ 
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The "$ATLOW 


The ſhip "4; 8 
Jut 7e. may foul. my heart, my mind, 
Are, Naney, moor'd with thee ; 
op day bound afar, 


Shouꝰ d . fail'd, 
O doubt their artfal tales; 

No gallant failor ever fail'd, 
I love bresch'd _conſtaut gales: 
22 — — rn foul, 


Sirens 4 in * we cone, . 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers, and not flaves: 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubduc, 
Altho we've left our hearts with You 


Tbeſe at our cares, — but if you 'rLe kind, 

We'll ſcorn the daſhing ua; 

_ The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain : 

| Now England's glory reſts with you, 

NE IEG oo girls adieu! 
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Obey the 


3 


L H E. Wo”; 
I whom AR and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex 


Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reft, 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all ye 
Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for i in vain, 


And young ones the rover they cannot regain; 
The rake thall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 


r 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. | 


glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, * 
3 3 ou 


The 2 15 one draafhe, ſhall forget all her - 


Qr drench her fond fool, to forget her gallants 


ue troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 


And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day. 
2 then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
5 eee care. 

9 | The CAUTION. 

1 AR Kitty's charms young Johnny took, 

1 So eager he for billing; 


8 * ben lol the nymph the ſwain forook, | 
Io ſhew her power of killing |! 5 
The ſhepherd briſkly chang'd his 1 

And cry'd, coquette, remember,— —- 
r he lover you refus'd in ++ 
| You'll with for in December. 


8 25 
4 by 
i 2 


w Johnny won met Philomel, 
. _ Good-natur'd, blithe, and bonny ; ; 

She ſooth'd the love-fick ſwain fo well, 
Proud Kate's: forgot by Johnny... + 

Coquettes take warning, change your tune; 
This woeful truth remember, — 

The lover you refuſe in June, 

* You'll with for in December. 


Alas! Poor Kate, with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the jab fake fo her; 
And now her charms begin. to warp.— 
. s in a piteous pucker. 
nettes take warni Change tune 3 
This woeful truth 7 change your 
The lover you 3 in june, 
br 1 * in Decemder. 
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* Ter BEEF ef OLD ENGLAND. | 


A Favourite CanTATa. 
Fe es  Recitative. Av IF; 
WAS. at the gate of Calais, . tell, 3 
Where ſad-deſpair and famine always dwells, ''Y 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandfire's s cook, x8 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending the weight of am d Si Sir Loin, 
On whom in Vain he often with'd to dine: 
Wich ß i Er 5 
ith roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
— when he firſt beheld he greaſy load, + 
on it he. beſtow'd ; 


And as the ſolick fat his fingers preſs d, . 
He * his chaps, and thus the . addreſs: oi 


P W's A 8 
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5 + Who ſuch a fight be 


112 The POLITE SINGER. 


AiR. A lovely laſs to @ friar came. 
O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, _ 
Ik I were doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And fwimming in thy gravy, © 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
_ Shou'd from my fury fave thee. . 


Renown's Sir Loin, oft times PEN" 
'The theme of ballad ; 

On thee ev'n kings have deign a to feed, 
bn wilne - 5 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 


6 


A half-farv'd ſoldier irch, pale, and jew, 
fore had never ſeen, 

Like Garriek's y- ghted Hamlet, gaping 

And gaz'd with water bs the Britiſh food: 


| ; His morning's meſs N the friendly bowl, 
Aud in ſmall ſteps along 
He Beavd a figh, which gave bis heart relief, 


the pavement ſtole; 


= And then in plaintive tone declar'd his «grief. | 
8 38 | AR. Foote's- Monet... 
Ah, ere Dieul vat do I ſee yonder, - 

Dat look fo tem e 


Begar, it is de res 3 
Ef grant to me von lte bite | 2 


ite of if you ye heedong, 
— Sire 4355 


ute my 3 
let me feaſt my * > 


ſrood, - 


Re- 


5 
* * 
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e  Recitative. l 
His fellow-guatd; of right Hibernian cla - ; 
Whoſe brazen front +7 country did -- 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; "4 
Soon as the well- Known proſpect he deſery d, | 
In blubb'r ring accents deln he cry'd: 


Alx. Ellen a Roon. 


| Sweet beef, that now cauſes. my ſtomach to rt, 
Sweet beek that now. 2 my ſtomach to riſe, 
0 9 y fight is, 
at ſo light is, 
To view 34.8 pailfuls run out of my eyes. 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 


— 


Ab, hard-hearted Louif 2 
Why did I come to yo, .* 
The gallows, more kind, would have 60 · me ĩirom Þ 

-F Upon the ground band by Ag FOE fe: = I 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; ; 


r 


But when Old Enf gland's bulwark he eſpy d, 
His dear-loy'd mull, alas! was thrown ade 
With lifted hand he pleſs d his native place 
Then ſcrubb d himſelf, and thus bewaiPd his caſe : 2 2 
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"vue hunger is To great? rt 
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Y He boaſted his fize he FO End 


Cry'd, Son, to attempt it, t you re ſure 


11 


O the beef the bormy, Werdet! 

When roaſted nice and brown!. i! 

I with I had a flice of thee, * 
How ſweet it wad gang down ! | 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne er had 'd to me; 
I wou'd the de'il ha pick d mine een, 
Fre I had gane wi' thee. 
| = O the beef, &c. 


Kecitative. 
But ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known: 
Tho? Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhall ring, 


"2 2 ruſtic fable give me leave to fing: 


Air. Roaſt Beef. 


As « once, on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing der the — 1 


O the roaſt beef of Old 
And O the Old Engliſh : roaſt deer! 


4 5 5 Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 


Mamma, who ſtood by like a Enowin old _ 
* 3 


O the roaſt beef, &c. oY 


5 deaf to advice, he for gle Sia d thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd, more ſtrong than the rſt, 


N ſwelling and ſtraining too har made im burſt. 
* Othe e OTE” Ws 
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Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral in clear 

The ox is Old the frog is Monſieur, 2 

ER 0 IIS IS Cans GaN ae i 
| O the roaſt beef, &c.. 


For while our commerce and arts we are able, 

To ſee the 2 8 the rogin des 
N en burſt like fable. 

Abe e 


MY HEART's MY AN. 


lang e, 
That 1 had 2 lad of my ain; 
But now he's awa* to anither, 
„ And left me 2 my lane: 5 
The laſs he's courting has f 
And I hae nane at 2; b 
And tis nought but the lows of 70 tocher, 
That's tane my lad wa. 


" But Tin blyth, that my heart's x 
y And PII keep it a2 n. ; _ 
Until that I meet wi a lad . — _ 

Who has Th, to wale 2 * wife. 5 7 i 

That Mou d * ſay t, tis true, . 3 | 

The lad that 

He'll ne'er 


— 
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me for a wife 
RS WI". 


I gang ay fou == * fou 0 e 
Though I've . up on my] et, 
But fic as I arch my 


A 9 1 , r N 

* - * * 5 " e 

5 o \ b 1 0 * 

* 7 > N 
- - - 

3 % * | * ; . N 0 

* 7 ; . | 

* . = * 4 * 

- * 5 1 . y : 
PF... \ * . / 11 4 q l 
2 . Py : N : 


9630 — 
1 r 1am tee 5 


Ane wy x her , 25 5 2 
That's ta'en my lad awa”. : il * 


But I wiſh they were buckled together, A 
And may they live, happy for life; 
© The? Willy does flight me, and's left bh, 
The chield he deſerves a' good wife. 
O! Tm blyth that Pve miſg'd him, 
s blyth as I weel can be; 
op | For we thats fre hep e 
1 Will ne neer' agree vi“ me 


Bug as the- truth i is, I'm hearty, ws i 

hate to pe ſcrimpit or ſcant ; I 
4 The wie thing I hae, TII make of: 0 * 
1 And nae ane about me hall want. 
5 Fm I'm 2 good. guide o the ward, 
MW 3 I: $4 to ha'd and to gie: 


C * ing and dine for ler, 
mm ne er agree wi” me 


; Clit better tHan' ric 
1 7 An' he wha, bas that has enough; 
3 " The maſter is ſeldom fac happy ES 
4 . As Robin that drives the plou 3 
if a 'wou'd, ra 7 le 
n „ ee i ata og * Pa 
= HD If the chield has the e to r, 
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2 POLITE: SINGER. 1 


. The BANK'S of the DEE. 
Tune Langolee. | <, F « 7 
1 furamer, and ſoftly the breezes were 


And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from the tree: 
At the foot of a Fade eee river was flowing, 
I ſat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dec, flow on, thou ſweet river, 
Thy banks and clear ſtreàms ſhall be dear to me ever, 
For there I firſt gain'd the affeftian and Der 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Pee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus 
mourning, | | 
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is hez 
And ah! there's, no hope of his ſpeedy returning, I 
To wander again on che banks of the Dee. 1 
He's one, belpleſs youth, der the * rowing Y 
QWs, — 
The kindeft an ind ſweeteſt of all the guy fellows, 
And left me to ſtray mongſt the once 12 


The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dees. 


But 4 my pray rs may perhaps yet 8 = 


Bleſt peace reſtore my dear ſhepherdtogne; "2 I 
And when he returas with ſuch care enn & 


him, 6 
He never held leave the ** dns of the Dee. 2 


The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties di 


The lambs on its banks ſhall again be cer playing, a 


nn 
And tating 5gain al the fwects of the 


Yo * | ues 4 ; 1 4 =_ 1 . * 
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| The AT TIC FIRE. © 


HEN an the Attic fire w2s fled, | 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 1 
Freedom loſt her ſeat: 


"7 
"Va 


pre: "night, 
dampt fair Virtue's fa light, 
Dan gh 


3 ſhould they wander, what 1 new o ſhore. 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore ? ; 

To this bleſt ine they ſteer; . 82 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 


© Boon Virtue's ſacred form _ 
2 Freedom ſoon was here. 


- The lar y monk his left his eel,” 


A 8 
1 cen rag br 

Hark! [ker fotet wick ee et, 
"FRY r * 
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Earſe to learn? 
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the trees are in their bloom 

fied, © 
» % 


LT 


enn laugh and Kifs, and dance and fing. 
| And gas the langeſt day ſeem hort. 
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Of all the diverſions 2 mortal can chuſe, 
To paſs a dull moment and life to amuſe; 
The fay'rite diverſion of old and of young, 


Is ſinging a hearty, enlivening ſong. 


When broils and contention with clamorous jar, 
The ſweets of ſociety baniſh a far; 
To eſtabliſh the right and to filence the wrong, 
No method ſo ſure as to ſing a good ſong. 


The cuckolded huſband who toils out the dy, 
Under fear of a wife who muſt have her own way, 
At night often meets in a brotherly throng, | 
Where cares are forgot over wine and a ſong. 


The dloſe-fiſted miſer, who far from a ſot 
Indulges himſelf in a begparly pott: 
The ſcanty allowance will often prolong, 

Nay—drink a whole tankard enjoying a ſong. 


When Celadon, vex'd at a coquetting fair, 
Reſolves like a man to relinquiſh his care; 
He finds the diſdain that he took to be ſtrong, 
Relapſe into love when ſhe ſings him a ſong. 


Whether bluſtering Mars or the bright God of Day, 
Or Bacchus or Venus enliven the lay; ; 

To all the variety praiſes belong, 

Since godlike influence attends a good ſong. 


Some ſools dare object and they may if they will, 5 
That ſongs are immoral or tending to ill; „ 
But let them proceed for they're all in the wrong, 

There's nothing on earth like a well meaning ſong. 


* 
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The HARDuRARTED MAID. 
Ur trees, where the breezes ſoft blow- 


Ji flumber beneath your fans ade 
And thou, lovely.dale! ſo harmoniouſiy flowing, 
Convey my: * to a hard- hearted Maid. 


While Here 1 dt Gghing, and ſobbing, and crying, 
1 her fake I am dying; 
4 wonderful hard, that — non.. 


* 4 
Poor Paddy ſhow d die for 2  hard-hearted Maid L | 
Wienand Gin Lihink-on my Polly, = 
And dream the dear girl on my boſom is laid: 
So merry, ſo airx, {9 briſk, and ſu jolly, 
So blithe and ſo free is this hard-hearted Maid. 


But ſtarting and 8 all a Alen! * 
My heart falls a beating, and all is confuſion 3 

Which draws, from my fancy this painful centluſion, 
That Paddy auf die for a herd hearted Maid! | 


When laid in my grave, I (ball love the dear crea 
Still, Qill to-my view ſhall her fron be dilplaya'y 
So lovely, ſo lively, fo full of good-nature, | 2 
O who would not die for this n Maid) vv 
— 8 Hibernia, in tears now ore me, | 4 
No dogtor in Dablin has gow' #9 re e me: 
When after being dead, be this motto put wer me, 1 
« Poor Paddy.now dies for a bard-bearted Mb"; ;. 


'2 


No IV. y 1 Nor- wm I 


r e , erer .... ͤ ß... er a 
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He * from a barrel of Nottingham Ale. 


NOTTINGHAM©GALE: 


oN Venus, the goddeſs of beauty and l 
Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the 1 


_ 


Minerva ſprung out of the cranium of Jove, 
A coy, ſullen ſlut, as-moſt authors W 
Great Bacchus, they tell us, 71 
Who's the prince of good fellows, 
Was his nat'ral fon ;—But attend to my tale}, 
For thoſe that thus chatter - 
Know nought of the matter,. 


ieſts, deacons, Ry vicars, | 


Ye ceny ſo rev rend, I 
own it is true; 


Attend, and you'll: 


That — Ale is — of al liquors, - . 


And who underſtands the dear creature like you? 
It diſpels ev'ry vapour, Ke; 
Saves pen, ink, and. paper ; 

And when you re diſpos'd + in the pulpit to mT 
It will open your throats, 
You may preach without notes, 


Wheninſ) pir'd with full bumpers of Nottingham A Ale. 
Ye doctors, a more execution have done 


With bolus, with powder, with potion and pill, 
Phan hangman with halter, or ſoldier with gun, 
Than miſer with famine, or lawyer with _ 
I 0 diſpatch us the q cker, 
| You forbid us malt liquor, _ 
'Till our bodies grow thin, and our faces wax pale: 
Each knows, if he N leaſes, ' 
What cures all diſeaſes, ken . 4 
ks * full 2 of Nottirigham Ale. 
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Te lovers, who talł of: en and daggers 5 
With Nottingham Ale — your miſtreſs but hard; 
The girl that once taſtes it will drink till ſhe ſtaggers, 
And all your paſt fuff rings with kindneſs reward; 
You. turn and twiſt her, 
And do what you liſt ther, 
You have found the wy _y with her heart to 
evail . 
"Ls her take her olaſh hen, 
There's nothing can ſoften 
The heart of a 3 Wy Novngham Ale. 


. IT een 7 L * | n = 
FAREWELL: w,,SEEING LIFE! 


By J. OA. 


8 yet à youth and unbetray d, 
1 ſought che rural — 1 
The purling ſtream, the de, 
Inſpir d my artleſs ſong: ; 
How happy then each moment bebe, 

No envy, paſſion, ſtrife, 
Till Folly's clouds my mind eercaſt, " ESI 
And whiſper'd 25 N l. enen 


. yew } 


Adieu the grove, adlen * plain, 
Adieu the purling ſtream, 

No more your charm muſt entertain, 

No more muſt be my theme: 

The ton 2 1 Naes, 2 


77 
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Hark! Comms calls the midalght Jo, 
Where Circe fills: her cup 1707 


This thought alone. each mand employs, 
EKill time, and keep it up! 
For this the cit his counter 
And loneſome leaves his 5 | 
With ſots, and noiſy would-be wits, | : - 
For what {—for ering life. | 


Yet ah! bow vain this finnge aefire, 
How vague the joys they mare! 
The bowl enfeebles Nature's fire, 
And folly brings forth care: 
A thouſand ills attendant wait, — 
'The piſtol, ſword, and knife; 
And all the hours in future fate 
Are Kill'd E life. 


= Adieu the town, fork. ſports 92 leave Fa N 
E To ſpendthrifts, knaves, and cheats; 2 
For decent mirth can ne er deceive, 
And prudence has more ſweets: 

The grove; the ſhade I'll ſeek again, 
- And chuſe an artleſs wife; 
Content to grace my cot; will deign,—. 9 
Farewel to ſeeing life! 


Se 
r 
Ts my nymph, I todd Neb ran" Fl 
My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few ; 


While faultring accents ſpbke my . 15 
That Flavia * not prove fincere. { 


. * a 
* 
14 ; " » * f 
. | « *, «ww a * — 1 * 
. . 
. 
o 


G TOR by vernal cold, 
And vagrant that left my fold; 
Of theſe ihe. heard, yet -bore to hear, — 
And was mot Flavia then ſincere ? 


How chan] by W s fickle wiad, 
The friends. I lov'd bec arne unkind; 
She heard, and ſhed a gen rous tear, 

And is not Flavia then kncere.? 


How, if the deign'd my love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs ; | 
This too ſhe heard, and fmil'd to hear, — - 
And Flavia ſurg muſt be ſincere. 


„„ „ 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; 
DeſpoiFd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavia's love's. ſincere. 


S 
The MLEK-MATD. 


ONING home with my wilk, the young | 


Squire I; met, 
Wno ſaid, Polly, —. ſet down your pails ;, 
I have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 


If I pay you, ou muſt not tell tales. . 


4 


To oblige him, and cauſe that I would not be eds, 

I preſently quitted my pails;;. f 
He 2 we down gently on a bed of orcen alot. 

And kils'd Gd Wan tall Os 1 


* $ , * ' 


1 Ae n 


— yr tony 0 
I begg'd to go home with my pails : 0 
He vow'd to ſuch a ee fond paſſion wis 


grown, 
He'd wed,—but I muſt not tell tales. | 


So genely he woo'd, and fo warmly he preſt, 

That I little more thought of my pails ; 
Till, beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeſt 

Ol my heart, — but I muſt not tell cles, 


He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd che me his wife, 


And eaſe me of carrying pails : 
If he don't, —why, as ſure as a muſſel has life, 


If Pm filent,—there is one will tell tales. 


777... 


A TANK ARD and TOAST. 


' POLLO, your aid, —oh. your Poet inſpire, 
CY. My fancy inflame with poetical fire; 
e powers of Parnaſſus, admit to your coaſt, 


A Muſc who would ing of a Tankard and Toaſt. = 
Tho' Homer, and Virgil, ani] Horace, all three, 


Make Gods qua, their Wen —yet tell them from 


me, 
The dul repaſt which the Gods value en 
Is Englith ſtrong-beer 1 in A Tankard and Toaſt. 


When Pallas was ſent by the thunderer Jove, - 
Ihe breaſt of the ſtern Achilles to move, 
From heart-picrcing grief for the friend he had loſt, 

The hero ſhe chen d with a 1 ankard and Toaſt. 


The 


— rac 
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The Prench wid i Jun of te e 


When Bodden with courage affzil! 
A Briton, tho? ſingle, dare brave their whole hoſt, 


If duly retreſti d with a Tankard and Toaſt. 
When winters cold blaſts/chill * cnet of 


. blood, 
And ſolid white flakes clothe each hill, dale, and 


wood, 
We jocund defy all the ** of huſh, © © 
ny ABI and Toaſt. 


jolly fox-hunters the minutes beguile, | 
g fy Reynard through every defile, 
_ tops, and through rivers they 


Then j — 5 regale on a Tankard and Toiſt. 


If ever my fair one my ſuit mall 1 | 

And like a coquette my fond-paſſion abuſe; 

P11 flight all theſe . which ebene were my 
boaſt, 

And drown evry care in a Tankard and a Toaſt. 


Over roc 


The TIN PHILOSOPHERS. 
IOGENES, ſu proud, 
Who ſnart'd ws Ay the 8 
Delighted in wine that was 

Becauſe in good wine there is truth; . 
But growing as poor as a Joby. ß 

And unable to purchaſe a flac-x, 
He choſe for his manſion a'tuby 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the «aſk. 


3 
. * 
g - 
He- 1 
" -s 
- 
2 
; 9 
. 
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HHexaclitus / would never denn, 


Io tipple, and cheriſh his . 
And when he was maudlin, he d cry, uy 
_ +: Becauſe he had empty d his quart : 
Tho- ſome are ſo fooliſh. to, think, 
He wept at men's follies and vice, 
*Twas only, his, faſhion to drink | 
Till the "liquor ue out of hig eyes. 


M213 rng Fg: Þ: | 


8 Bemseriens always was glad 
Of a bumper to cherith his foul, 
And would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bow! ; =”: 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd; ' 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a ba”, 1 0 
At thoſe that were ſober he d laugh. 


copernicus too ure the reſt; 

Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And-faney'd es cup of the beſt 
Made feaſon che brighter to ſhine 3 

With wine he repleni{h'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel, 

Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


| Ariſtotle, vat wie of arts | 

Had bæen but u dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
1 due to the, juice o 1 | 
i 2 writers agree, 

as as: as n (watering; . 

He therefore leap'd. into the fea, i 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


5 £3.40 


Ola 
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_ Old Plato, was. reckon'd divine. 
He fondly to wiſdom 22 ET 
Bat had it nat been for wine, 
His; merits: had never been: known. . * 
By wine we are generous made, 
| It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
| r 
Rennen, 00 e 


| The SPORTS of as FIELD. 


And — — al 9 with dew-drops, | 


The lark's Ly matt 5 octaiths che bets day, 
Andrhe horns charkul mons re 


Wich — ſportsof the —— ure 
EC 1126; bags e n nod 71 
ile jocund we follow, fellow, follow, follow, 
Follow: follow, follow, follow, follow, *. 
Follow, follows follow. che hounds in full cry. 
n Se 
| Let the drudg ge of the town wr Ie 
And the — the ſtate e the court; 
No care nor ambition ohr patieuce a '* 
But 1 Ts EE il 
ne ere al uud geld, Ger 


8 bn 87 Iüci: > 

qa res 
The —— unts a living. the lawyer 11. 1 
The doctor a the gaurtier a place: . 
they're 


eb ie th a, . 


| Tho' often, like us, 
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The cit hunts à plumb, the foldier bunte fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artful coquette,' cho ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet in fpite of her airs, ſhe her lover 

5 With che ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt and wealth, 
All the blefiings we alk is the bleſſing of health; _ 
With hounds, and with horns, thro the woodlands 

to roam, 


And when tr'abrad, find contentment at home. 


| VALENTINE, DAT. CS 


 bluſhes dy d the cheek of ben," 
And dew-drops' gliſten'd' an the . 
-larks tun d their carols feet, 

To han the god' of light” and nest: 
Philander — his deem bee 
* fair Liſceta's chamber ſped, 

Awake, ſweet love of mine, 5 
Wye me to be yu Va tine. Ie 201 e 


% $1246 elhmts ens nie: 


| IF 
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She ing <7 d—1, am undone! MY 
Fh. >; youth, begone! 
For this, 


5 your vow ſincer 
Make i, Ye * your love a * 


No fleep has clo#'d theſe watc ul eyes, 
(Forgive the, ſimple,; — e 


To gen 'rous though Sts 


on kudden "oY — 1 


The brutal ** 
Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead; 


To join no ee e e Fe 
Thew bers 
(proves. 


Ther ſweet —_ 1 9 
And from that hour to life's decline | 
She blefe'd the def ef Valentine. ER 


7 t N T HR. 870 18) Fiir; SIS 


HoOOLY and FAIRLY. 


1 N 4 "y Ber: Ae; * 20 4 1982 7 


D OWN TY yon menden a Se ud tarrr, 
The witz fs drank! but eise d 
canary; 3 it vor 1:9 © 
The goodman complain'd to | her friends right cindy. 
1 gin 4 — hooly and Fairly! 
L ooly and fairly, *} 11 
Ohl gin my vife CY 


e ih 
Since ſhe has drunken my 
That carry me through the dud and there, 

: O gin'wy wile,” &c. e ren 1 


6 


. 7 
* 
þ 
: 1 E 3 2 * 
: 2 - 
of 
> 


1 
F 
z 

v 
1 
| 
1 
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She's drunken her ftockens, fac has the her ſuoon, 
And now ſhe has dranken-her new gown f 
She's drunken her fark that COVE; * 

O gin my wite, &c. „ . 


Wad te rn kr i in, 1 mac woch 


My s W 5 
. Par cover'a | Fo! 
At kirk arid at market Pay 
O gin my wife, &. 


The bonny 3 I wore on my hands, nds 
To her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them i — 


— fall; har IGG S ae Qearky. 
Om ST... r1007T 
I never was for v ling nor ſtriſe, 
Nor did I deny her eng of liſe, 
For whey there's a war, Em ay „ (J 
O gin my Wife, &c. „ Wt 


Wben there's ; any money, the maun keep the 
11 I 8 die ben geln ug hen ene. 


Sho Res Hke 4 queen, I ſcrimped aud — 


0 gin my _ c. a 
1 ieee 3 


19 


But when he fits — == 


And when the is fou, - a 
0 gin my wife, &c. 


When 


' | . 
a 7 ” " " 4 W # — . , : F . wy _ ö 
E ; | GER. 1 
e 


When ne comes tothe ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 


Has no fear of ker neighbpurs, nor minds che houſe 
wants; 


Roars ſome fold tt, like Up your heart, Charlie 7 


And when he cones hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 
She calls the laſſes baith bitches and jads, _ 
And me my ain fell, an auld * Carlie. 
0 ein my = dec. | 


PATIE. a” PEE GT. 
— in the GextLy Wen. 


* AIR. 


Y the delicious warmneſs : of 15 mouth, 


And rowing eye tell the truth, 
1 gueſs, my laffie, that FOLEY! as I, 


You're 2 » lon, amd why ſhould ye deny 


GK. | % 
- 
But ken; e 4 


Ye think us s cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done; Th 


The maiden that oer quickly tines ber pow'r, N —_ 
Lake * e will taſte but hard and ſour. — 

| x | PAT IX. | . "th = : 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the 1 4 


Their {veethels may tine, and ſac m = 
Red-checked 8 3 ret 
And I have hard and wood a og hf yea AP wes 


N * IV. M > 2EG- 1 
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PEGGY, 


Then dinna pu' me ;—gently thus If” 
Into my Patie's arms—for good and a; 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, A 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


PAT1E. e, pee 

o armfy'! hence, ye cares, away! 
I'll kiſs my N dhe Nat day; may 1 15 
A' night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er „again; 
Till that day come that yel be 2 wy ain. 


'Cno RES... - 


Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal day ; 
And if ye're wearied, honeſt light, 4 
1 n. . 


HAPPY at HOME. 
\pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull 


2 * ; | ſcene, 

My ſwain took me oſt to the ſports on the green ; 
1 And to ev'ry fine fight would he tempt me to roam, 
For he . that my heart ſhould grow weary at 


= . 
l left my dear cot, and true pleaſures behind 


. And oft as L went ſaw twas folly to roam, | 


YZ For falſe all the } Joys were that grew n not at home. 
3 — 


— 


eee 
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To flirt and be p prais'd was to me no delight, 


I ſigh'd for no Lon my own in my ſight; 
The. how could T with all abroad thus to roam, 
When love and cbntentment were always at home. 


Like the bird in the cage, who 's been kept there 


fo long 
I'm bleſt as I can be, and ſi zu ghd fong 
I aſk not again in the to roam, 
Nor chooſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 
J l 

Ye aymghs n Siddaich, ede nad wy, 
Who in roving now flutter moments away, 
Believe it, my aim all be never to roam, 
But to live = E. IN happy a at home. 


real 


HE ret? ro 4173945 2-404 
WILLY's RARE, and WILLY's FAIR. 
Es | A favourite Scotch Song. 


W.. tuneful pipe and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart; 


er fein you could not 1 5 


Such is, ye nymphs, my Willy. 


Chorus.  Wilky's rare, and Willys+fair, | 
And. Wil s wond'rous Donny; 

And Wi „bell marry ne 

If cer * 1 


- : # 
5 * 
„ 2 * * 
* - * . 
i p r 
2 ame a 
” a p ® Fr * 
j p oY 
n : HG 
» . k 
=] 


— 
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Came. you by the river's ſueam, 
Plack d you the role or lilyz 

Or came you thro' the meadows. green, 
Or met you. my dear Willy:;  _ 

His cheeks exceed the es 184. N 

His breaſt outvies the lily; 

Leſs conſtant is the ſtream 2 Tweed, 

Than is the love of Willy. 


Willy's rar, &c. 


beds now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flowers vcr ilkz field; - _ 

Tn meet my lad amang the broom, 
And lead him to. my ſhield: _ 

Where in his arms, ſecure from hatms, 


What raptures then will fill me; 8 


Not regal pomp ſhould e' er have charm 
To draw my heart from 144 


:Witty's rare, &c. 


As thus her love Sung 3 fing, 
1 - hs fon: he e: deſcended; 7 
Te ne kiſs d. then 54 to kirk the'd ga 
gh bluſbing ſoon conſented: | : 
In Hymen's bands they join d their band, 
And Late their hearts unncds 0g 
They're happier ilka morn that 4” 
Each night they re mair delighted. 


Chorus. Willy s rare, and Mary 8 fair, 


They hve in bliſs; devoid. of care, 
3 W = L - 


„ * 44 


41. 
K 

” 
- 


TY 


1 


Gaod- humour d, kind, and bonny; 


% 
” * 4 
TI 5 * 


" 
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The NYMBB, mn, . 
tuneful Nine, pray do combine, 
And lend me now your aid, — 


My Muſe to wing, that I may ang, 
And praiſe a lovely maid. 


If e'er below, the Gods did ew | 9 
Perfection —ſince the fall ;— 

Come here and view ('tis ſtrictly true) 

Sweet Bxck of Bradley-Hall. 


A face divine, with ſenſe combine, 4 
And to your thoughts recal— _ 1 
What angels ſeem, if ſhe but beam 4 
Her Ln from ee 3 


The DUST-CART : Or; TOM aa STLVI A. 


| Rrcirahvrz. _ 3d 
S tink'ring Tom — ſtreets his wine ai cry} mw_- 1 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing | 7 5 5 
In duſt-cart bk a — the nymp ee, 7 
With the rich * round ber Joy loyely waiſt : E504 A 
Tom with uplifted hands th* occafion ble, 15 1 


And thus, in foothing ſtrains, eee, 
rae off: Alx. 


0 Sylvia, mhile you ive your carts, | il 
To pick up duſt, you cal our hearts | 4 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: | 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, we 1 
28 And dwell . duſt with you. hb CON x 


N 
* 
4 


22 1. 
> . - * 


S285. 


Ah! lovely eben S e 
Give me my heart you 7 nh 1 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 


_ Give me my Nen owe, — # 
4 


Rectrane. 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exultj ting roIPd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She d her ſw breaſt, as — as loc, | 


And look'd diſdain on. uttle f = 
N ſtop John. 
1 Wt 


To Tom ſhe ue is 
And _ "OE > 
Shall I, who 2 the _ 
Be by a paltry cxomd oppreſt; 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
The youths {hall languiſh/and admire , 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart ; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 


Shall long omas mmm 


ig «+; 5 ow 0 T 


% 
. * 


PASTOR 


3 "0 ME, dear Paſtora, come away, 


And hail the chearful fpring; 

Now fragrant bloſſoms crown the * . 
And "woods with love-notes ting ＋ 

ſr 570 Ns x ; = 


r Cs, 
as F 


; + 244 »S 2 hs 


And as our rü Fo 
We * cke 


And all its glitt ring train; : 
Be mine the pleaſures which adorn. 
This ever peaceful plain. 


Come then, my fair, a ay lore 
Each riſing care fubdue; _ 
Thy preſence can each grief remove, 
And ev'ry joy renew: 

The ily fades, the reis grows. bine, 
The tranſient bloom is van; 
But laſting ern 
Paltora of iris. - 


DODDDDCODOCODOBODODOQOBCOQOO 


KITTY E. I. 


e bards of mournful vetſe, 
* ſolemn ah Eras rehearſe 

griefs, —your forrows tell: 

white and red, 4 


Alas! hs omg 
Are dead in Kitty Fell. 


Preſides: o 
I look with . _—_ 


oy 


o 


— 


3 % þ 
The lily and the poſe are dead,. - 
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Ye Wa look on Kitty's tomb, 
Behold, how faded is that bloom 
. How alter'd is that ſmell! 
Which beaus and men of ſenſe could pleaſe, 
Which brought the flubborn on their knees, | 
To Lneel to Kitty Fel 


How very Guns: bs dintint. ce 
A lovely,—but a fleeting flow'r ; 
1 
er ae 
uh a breath, 

And blight "Kitty Fell. 


Beauties and flowrs Wage their — 

And tempt ſeducers to their arms, 
Yet fall by their own ſpell: 

d yourſelves by Kitty's caſc, 

not tov much to beauty s face, 

But pity Kitty Fell. 


She was the tulip of the bed,. 
Was with the roſe and lity bred, : 
Did with che violet dwell: 
O ſhe was Nature's firſt 3 
50 peerleſs, perfect, and divine, 
Ni.one equall'd Kitty Fell. 


Ah! 
Mo 


| To this complexion ye muſt come, 


© Tho' -top of admiration's bloom; 


Hark l tis the doleful knelly - => 
'Tis the laſt ſummons of the. grave, A -- 
Where ſweet ſultanas with the flave 
Muſte lep like Kitty Fell. 2 
| . 5 ks 
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The EN arten PAD „ 
Se A forthe 4rophics of ** 
Their'wit, and their: ſenſe, and their humours 
$ 1, nt —_ 3 WY... is 
Attend tomy ſong, where yo H cert H . | 
A ſecret diſclog'd for the good of mankind : 8 
And, deny it who can, fure the laurePF's 


I have * out a Padloek to keep a 
* © H. 4 * FD 


Should the gia 1 ende o'er the dame, 
With the 44905 ry 19 e; 
Should her 1028 


And languiſhing Iovers Bk 
Yet fearleſs y Us the Pak 


e e 
When I tel You the 1 0 h * 
Lcd am i! ; 


"Though the huſband. kh W 
With his bars and his n his 3 2 
Chains f: 2 W . iis bag Vi! 5 
How fatally weak mut 1 >, 
Can Sen of ſiee bind like fetters df love ? 
Throw jealouſy henee,—hid fulpigion-agiru.; V 
Reſtraint's nog eech go keep a vile trace? | 
dab 1 modw wi 5 _ 4 
Should her fancy 1200 te We pare or the play, x3 
All complying and kind, you muſt give her her way; 
While her . * 4 
prove, „Nan Gt? Nen i 
Tis reaſon ese enen el : r 
And, believe me, no coxcomb Aion can fd; 
For the fair ane er ber mad 
. Ss i *&E 
4410 EA Tho? 


— 3 
ife true. 


1 
ow vt 


% - *- 
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Tho' her virtuss with Foilveeſhould — 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend: 
Let: doubts and ſurmiſer o longer perplex; ; 
"Tis the charms of i 


indulgente that bind the ſoft ſex. 
She ne'er can prove falſe, while this mains In view, 
* 9 the Er _ wile tone.” 


WED ERS 8: » 6 8 ; 
GCRAMACHREE., 


| 8 down (on Mins ns 1 roy, 
Ki es d 2 2 notes, - © Hs 6 


cal ev ry ſpray.; 
They fg a , 
'Th | ket e e 


The 4% py'd, and_all the Greets © 
1 den of Nature 
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You ſaid vou loy'd, v dear, 
Ah! * did I af 
Yet who — -think ſach tender RY 
Were meant but to deceive; 
Thy love "was Alb Head cn earch,” & i 
| Nay heav'n .couldiyive!'ng-thore i 
Ah Gramachret, e. 
IU) ee ee, eee 
Oh!” ba 1 uu G.. fleeey e. — 2 
1 e on yonder bub a 
Or low'd for me the — — * * 
| That green paſture O77 + PAT 21 2 
With IZ. eee e, s 
| "o kme- arid -Bvccy ſtore. 1414 13.41 
n I i. 


n af 4 5 
oy ha, * . 241 
I envy'd them their Raf res. Sar 5 * 
To ſee them bill And en 
Such fondneſs once for me wry dera, 5 
But now, ' alas! ds Or: 5 þ 
Ah rn = th e 129 1 
re 3 ö 
Then fare thee weld, my Mit de, 
Thy loſs I cer ſhall moan ; 
Whilſt life remains in Streplion's heaft, 
"Twill: beat for thee: alone: 
Tho' thou art fu, may heat on thee 
Its choĩceſt bleflings Pour: vgs Sie 1 
Ah Gramachree!' ma ma Ch mouge!  _ 
Ma Molly Aſhtote ! ee e, nal 


Two turtle-Aobes Shove n 
Sat ſporting dn a 
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are; theif fils 3 
hip ener bau ſafe' arriv'd z- A 
The buſy creme. 1. 
Jack — all his perils ending, 
Gain'd the. port whers * DVI. 
d 1 1 PP GO i 7 
— 1511 M 9443 - val 7% Be 
rigging no Ode dne autsch its. 
rage and gft, abave- below; * 


Long-quarter'd ſhaog; chockid ſhirt, blye jacket, 
And trowſers white ae D0w.. 


His honeſt pleakprs 
He flew Ae ee e to . - aa 


And ſcarce had been. A 
Before his Katy ve! 


ft 96). 9m wot ono 
A fireaming pendpag eayly. 3 
From her neat bat of ſtraw ; 
Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, 


Ten her fuibur Qhar he fam. 


The -buſy crew cer ein Kg 
While ſafe ſeeur ii from all alarms; 

Swift as 8 hall from a nine-pounder, 
whe 4. * _ „ — 


The 


The POLITE \SINGER. 145 


The ADVICE of BACCHUS. 


On his never-failing tun, 


. deriding, 
Thus * reſs'd each toping ſon: 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine; 
All things noble, bright, and airy, 


Are ps wb N wine. 


Priſtine heroes a with 2 
Owe their noble riſe to me: 
Homer wrote the flaming 128 
Fir'd by my divinity: 
If mine influence is w a 
Muſic's charms but flowly move; 3 
Beauty too in vain Hes panting, 
Till 1 fill dhe ſwain wee love. 


B. one day, gayly ftriding 


If you. crave eternal | 
| Mortals! this way preaire your eyes, 
From my ever- flowing urs : 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe; | 
Here's the charming, ſoothing ne, | £ 
Sole diſpeller of all pain, . 
Gloomy ſouls from care releafng.” 5 — 
He who drinks wot, lives in vain. 


No v. N N WHERE 5 


D Fi 
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WHEREs MY SWAIN? 


ERE's my ſwain, ſo blithe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
vince you faid- you'd come to-morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, SR 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny: 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling ring, lazy Johnny. | 


What can he now be a-doing ? 

Is he with the laſſes maying? 
He had berter here be wooing, 

Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
1 I may 1 
e's weary grown o ing, 

Let kin all me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee ? 
Let her be the creature; 

PH not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 
But I can't, nor will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow ; 
I may loſe the time to marry, 
If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If Tm yours, away no longer; 
If you won't, another ' Il have me, 

1 may cool, but not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forfake yer. 
| Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow; 
| Blefs'd another lad may make ye,— 

Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


The 
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The IDES of MAY. 


HE clear d, around is heard 
1 of the hive; 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive: 
In ev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word is, **fing and play;” 
From eve to morn, the ſages warn, 


« Ye maids, deware of wands 


Each lively ſeems, each amorous theme, 
Our nymphs and poets chuſe; 

The dance delights, the ſong invites, 
As mirth provokes the Muſe: 

The ws more, our 1 come oer 3" 

gain the grave- ones ſay, 
„MWhere'er ye tread, tents 8 ſpread ; 3 
« Beware the Ides of up! 


XCOOODCIDCODDDIDDDDDODOSD GOD: 9 
* LOVE so in Low LIFE. 


Tunes Deſpairing befide 4 clear ſtream. 


Y the ſide of a green ſtagnate pool, 
Brick-duſt Nan the fat ſcratching * * 
Black matted locks frizzled her Keul 

As briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread; 
The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, 
1 afhy-bronz'd beauties reveabd; ; 
A link-boy to her, thro' the mud, 
Barc-footed, flew over the field. 4 


N 2 7 
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As vermin on vermin delight, 
As carrion beſt ſuits the crow's taſte, 
So beggars and bunters unite, _ 
And ſwine-like on dirt make à feaſt : 
To a Hottentot offals have charms, 
With garbage their boſoms they deck ; 


She ſluttiſhly open'd her arms, 
He filthily fell on her neck. 


On her Aabby breaſts one hand he plac'd, 
| No towels thoſe breaſts ever teaze, 
The other fiſt grip'd her ſtays-wanting waiſt, 
j Like ladies, the dreſs'd for her eaſe: 

Jack drew forth his quid, and he ſwore, 

Then his lower-lip charg'd to the brim, 
He ſcoul'd, like a lewd grunting boar, 
And (quinting, the leer'd voor him. . 


6 Oh, my love, thof I cannot well 5 jaw,” 

| This plyer at playhouſe began, 
4 Not tobacco's io ſweet to the chaw, 

„„ As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan” 

«O! my Jack,” cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
BY And gave him ſome rib-ſqueezing hugs, 
2 „In a duſt-hole PN cuddle with thee, 
4 * Aye, blaſt me! tho” bit by the bugs. 


=. YFul as black a8 ; thamſelves, now the ſky . 
$ To the ſouth, of the hemiſphere lour'd, 
To fivith love's feaft in the dry, 

To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour d; 
While hungry rats round them explor'd, 
And cobwebs their cano E grace, 

Undaunted on litter they ino 


* — with — _ and — 5 | 
* 80 | | ". The 


— 
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The C A M P. 


"A and ye belles pray attend to my ſong, 
"Tis new, I aſſure you, and will not be 1 
From the camp I'm arriy'd, that ſcene of delight, 
Where.they romp, ſing, and dance, all the "OF and 
the night. 


To the camp then all repair, 

Gallant ſwains and blooming fair; 
Gayly laughing, let us tramp 5 
To the merry, merry camp. 


Well, who could have thought that war Was 60 
charming? g 


Nothing there's in it that can be alarming; 


Nor — nor Bath, nor the fam'd Tunbridge | 
wells, | 


Like the camp all our — ſo ſweetly diſpels. 
To the camp, &c. 


With bers ſquires, clowns, there is ſack in- 
truſion, 


The camp is a type ſure of Babel's confaſionz 
There hautboys and trumpets, . briſk fifes and baſ- 


ſoons, 


Both charm you and ſtun you with fifty old tunes. 
To the camp, &c. | 


Een Cupid, gay Cupid, to camp now is come; 
For Love he's recruiting with fife and with A 
A thouſand ſweet damſels he has in his train, 

A bear he now offers xch mart young ſain. 4 


| To the camp, Kc. 


150 The POLITE 'SINGER: 


The N U N. 


| URE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late J have been; 

I know not, I vow, what harm I have done, 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a Nun. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as T, 
| Should be ſentenc'd to pray, to faſt, and to cry; 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare; | 
Jean keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay beſides, I'm too handſome, I think, for a Nun. 


Not to love, or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to—I cannot tell where; 
Io live or to die, in this caſe, were all one; 

Nay, 1 ſooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun. 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo ; 
Fm ſure was the me ſhe wou'd gladly ſay No: 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will . 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a Nun. 


. . IO 
BRITAIN's SILVER TRUMPET. 


HRE lads contended for my heart, 
Each boaſted diff rent charms and grace; 
Young Hal could fing with taſte and art, 

Beau Jemmy boaſted frogs and lace; 

Blithe Willy was a ſoldier brave, AY 
Wbo fear d not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 

Hlis country or his love to fave, . 
When Britain's Silver Trumpet ſounds. 


* 


— 


Now 
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WemGrurds tetu\iby Were ee 1 1 
And threat'ning foes Sach hour ariſe, | 4 F 
Ifcorny e ee 
And maſter Jemmy I deſpiſe: 
I love my Willy, bold and brave, 
5 A 
His country: or his love to ſave, 
When Britain's Silver ee ſounds. 


E In piping times of peace,” a beau, 
Dear girls, may idle thoughts _— ; 
But now, when threat ned by each foe 
Be wiſe, and throw away the toy 
Take my advice, love him who's — 6 
Who © ka not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
80 may your ſmiles fave, 


your country e 
While Bri 140 s Silver Trumpet Tons. 


NOCH ELSE 10 Do! 


HE ſummer was over, my flocks were al ſhorn, 
My meadows were now d, and I'd hous'd all 

| my 2 3 

Fair Phillida's was juſt in 42 voy. 

A wooing I — had nought elſe to 


On Flors's ſoft ſopha together we ſat, T 

And ſpent ſome long hours in amorous chat; 

I told her I lov'd, and I hop'd ſhe lov'd too, 
Then kiſs'd her feet lips—I bad nought elſe to do. 


She hung down hex head, and with bluſhes reply'd, a 
ll love —. 8 muſt make me your bride; 
Withou! heſitation, I made her a vow, 
To make her my wife -I had nought elſe to do. 


| r 5. A | | To 
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To the village in queſt of a prieſt did we roam, 
By fortune's decree the grave Don was at home ; 
I gave him a fee to make one of us two, 

He married us then-—he had nought elſe to do. 


Fer ſince we've been happy with peace and content, 
Nor taſted the ſorrows of thoſe who repent; 
Our neighbours all round us we love, and, tis true, 
Each other befide—when we've nought elſe to do. 


With Phcebus the toil of the day we begin, 
I ſhepherd my flock, while ſhe fits down to ſpin ; 
Our cares thus domeſtic we'll ardudus purſue, 
And ever vill love hen we've nought elſe to do. 


£ * 


A HUNTING SONG. 

FTHE Sun now. peeps o'er-yonder hill 

In . red: f 

For ſhame, get up, nor ſlumber ſtill.— 
| . Quit, quit your downy bc. 
FR: » by 65 Cx o Rus. death 2 
For hark] horn and hound are faluting the day, 
The fox from his covert is burſting away; 
O'er mountains he ſcampers, we'll double our pace, 
Swift vengeance purſues him and gladdens our chace. 


Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe, my boys, 

The e eee nai 
e nei dunds, an ongued noiſe 

Nee n pe * \ 


For hark! horn, &. 


With 
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With rafy health que cheeks hall glos, 
Our nerves with toil be ſtrong sg 
With tides of joy our blood ſhall flow, 1 
Who join the hunting 
For hark horn, & c. x 


And when we leave the 8 geld, N 


And night has brought us home, 
Libations rich the hall ſhall yield, | 


Loud mirth ſhall ſhake the dome, 
For hark! horn, &c. : 1 


* ravov RITE score SONG. 
LIN eer I'm in love, it hall be with a laſs 


e | 
. —— 
5 n be ruddy, her een maun de bright, 
eee 5 
O cou'd I but ken fic a laify as this, : 
O O cav'd 1 bar ken fic a lay as this, 
I'd freely gang to her, * IT 8. A 
Gtreld Ber” ad woe Ber "i 
At once take up heart, and folicit a kiſs. OY 


My daddy-wad hæ'e me to -mitry vr Bel, 4 WY 
But wha wad ha'e ane that he canna lu'e well ? | 
What tho' the has meikle, ſhe's bleary and auld, 1 
Campſtarie and ſaucy, an jp na ed. 4 

O gin I get fic a-vixen as this, 3 1 

O gin I get fic a vixen'as this, oy 3 
I'd whap her; and ſtrap herr, 
And bang her and flap her; 4 

The devil for me ſhou d folic a . 
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There's Maggy wad fain lug me into the chain, 
She ſpiers friſky ut me, but blinks it in vain; 


She —— that Pil ha'e her — but, faith, I think nh 


For Ie 
SO gin I get fic a wanton as this, 

O gin I get fic a wanton as this, 
She'd. horn me, and ſcorn me, 
And hugely adorn me, 

And, ers the Ki me, gf anther ri 


But find me a laffy that « youthfa! and 857 | 
As blithe as a ſtarling, as pleaſant as May; 
Wha's free frac x — xd haging xed firife, 
And PI tak her, Fr * 

9 222 re 

nA fic a ao-thin, . E N 
2 . a 
reſerve and careſs her, n : 


ff + 


The rA CONQUEST. ; 


5388 _ Tar, but a little while ſince, 


2 beggar, r 
A f t it a fin, - 


F- 1 > pa without a — n in. 


Verry down, &c. 


He ſees had fat down, whe the boden came 


With 1 * and beef, which attracted bis ey 


From the maſi-head a ſailor, Jack cp d from tif 


5 And been be Her gra orders for * 
__"_ down, & 


2 8 82 * Now 


In ſpite of their whiſpers, the ſtout Engli 
<p Fr groped he pudding, chen boarded the be 


They look'd at their landlord, their landlord a 
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Now it happen'd together ton Frenchmen were 


met, 
Reſolving ſoup-maigre ase forget; 
Convinc'd of their error, they order d a feat, 
To be dreſs'd and ſerv'd up in a true Englith rſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


At the heels of the landlord Jack: 8 
And made the room echo with three Britiſh ebgers ; 
Then fat himſclf down, without any debate, 
And whipt his old chew on * next neighbour's 
RE | 

Derry down, c. 


No ſooner was jack ** poſſeſod of 2 1 
Then thinking it needleſs to wait for the Kier 


Derry down, &c. 


New nothing could equal the F mad « fur- 


priſe, [their eyes; 
They ſhrunk up their wlders, and Rar vith ; 


Pa one went a hah! from another a hem! 


them. 


Derry down, &c. 
One move bold than the reſt, by is ware, 


adyice, 


2 ſneakii 9g attempt to come in for a flice; 
2 cut E fingers, and gave him a — 


Crying, Log with your arms, or og ſoon clear the 
25 * down, &c. | 


. 3 2 
ay” 2% 
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At length, to reren all the Frenchmen unite, | 
Fach ſeiz'd on his and prepar'd for a fight ; wo 
Of quarters, ſays Jack, I would not have you think, 


90 "_ ye 12 ſtrike, * or you ſink. 


The landlord behold approach from ls. 
And ſneaking behind, ſeiz d the hands of the tar; 
Toe got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could ſay more, 
Tre he found his dull yore where his. heels were 
before. 
Derry down, Kc. 


Then fromning, Jack flouriſh'd his truſty old 
© tick, 


And lay on his broadfides ſo faſt and ſo thick; 

He fo well play d his part in a minute, that four 

r 
Derry down, &c. - 


; Ther re being diſmay'd at their countryman's 
; Beh Gag Jack's ſtick would alight on his pate, 


” a Soon yielded him victor, and lord of the — 
Wich humble entreaty to 6 


Derry down, cc. 
To which he conſentedz but order'd chat they 
for the beef and the pu and porter ſhould pay; 


- So ſaying, be rage away to his wench, a 
Sa e 88 down vith che 


. : TS - The 


gf 


. r . 
* 
. 7 — 
* 3 a * = 
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= GPNERAL LOVER. 


EAR Chloe, what means this diſdain, 
Which blaſts each endeavour to pleaſe ? 

Though forty, I'm free from all pain; | 
Save love, 1 am free from diſeaſe. 


my manſion have fled, 
No Muſes have broken my tyre; 
The Loves frolic ſtill round my bed, 
And Laughter is chear'd at my fire. 


To none have I ever been cold, 
All beauties in vogue 'm among; 

I've appetite een for the old, 3 
And ſpirit enough for the young. 


No Graces 


Believe me, ſweet girl, I ſpeak true, 

Or elſe put my love to the teſt; ;; 
Some others have doubted like you, 
Like them do you bleſs and be * 


The LASS with a os p 


| ILE ſome, pretty ſonnets indite, 
In praiſe of the ſoft yielding fair, 

No ubject ſo much doth invite, 
As the Laſs with a Maſculine Air. 1 
Let others * aint dir W 


Around 'em throw death and de 
All this, by the ſtrength of her, TY 
Doth the Laſs with a Maſculin . Ax. 


Ne =» 
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Your lovers, whenever they meet, 
Will, kneeling, their paſſion declare; ; 

So all — be laid at the feet 
Of the Laſs with a Maſculine Air. 


Let others o'er Picquet and Tea, 
Conſume all the time they can ſpare; 
Trap-ball and a luncheon for me, 


Ckies the Laſs with a Maſculine Air. 


Diana muſt' own herſelf beat, 
„ hunting the fox or the hare; 
None leaps o'er a ditch or a- gate, 


Like the Laſs with a Maſculine Air. 


Tf wedlock this maid ever catch, 
Her ſpouſy had need have a care; 
For troth, he will meet with his match, 
In the Laſs with a Maſculine Air. 


Sooo . 
The ADI E U. 


' DIEU the verdant lawns and bow'rs, 
Adieu,—my peace is oer! ; 

Adieu the ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs, 
Since Delia is no more! | 


Adieu ye hills, adieu ye vales, 
Adieu ye ſtreams and floods; 
Adieu ſweet Echo's plaintive tales, 
Adieu ye meads and woods 


Adieu ye flocks, —ye fleecy care, 
Adieu yon pleaſing plain; | 
Adieu thou beauteons, blooming fair, 


We ne'er ſhall meet again! 3 


— — 
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NANCY of me DAL. E. 


1 4 Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A camp's diſtreſs to prove; 
All other ills ſne can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love: 
Yet, deareſt, tho' your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſpirits fail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, ©» 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. : 


Or ſhould you, love, each danger ſcorn, . 
Ah! how ſhall I ſecure 
Your health, *mid toils which you were born 
| To ſoothe—but not endure : 5 43 
A thouſand perils I mult view, | 
A thouſand ills affail | | 
Nor muſt I tremble een for you, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 


o οοο Sc e 
The FAITHFUL. PAI N. 


. AD * "ROSA 4 4 
ET Lops * 1 to mele, 
And talk of they never felt; =” 
We ſailors ſcorn: diſguifing arts, - 
But with our hands deſtow our hearts. 


SHE. 1 
'Tis thus the virgin pines and Ws” . 
With throbbing heart and ſtreaming eyes ; 


Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, | 
And claſps the faithful lad "we ones. 


0 r 
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H E. 


TDis thus the ſailor on the maſt, 
Endures the cold and courting blaſt ; 1 4 
All drooping wet wears out the bt, 


And braves the fury of the fight. 


SHE. 


Let ladies prudently deny, 
And þoldly give their tongue the lie; 

I own the paſſion in my breaſt, 

And long to make my lover bleſt 


H E. 
Ye Britiſh youths, be brave,—you'll find. 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind-: 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 1 
And they'll reward you — . charms. e 


* De — 
The HAW THORN BOWER. 


ALEMON, in the hawthorn bower, 
With fond impatience lay; 

e counted every anxious hour +4 

That ſtretch'd the tediqus day. 

The roſy dawn, Paſtora nam'd, 

And — that ſhe'd be kind; 

But ah! the ſetting. ſun proclaim'd, 
That women's vous are — wind. 


The fickle ſex, the boy defy'd;, - 

And ſwore, in terms pro * | 

That Beauty in her brightet l * 
Might ſue to — in vain. 


When 
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When Delia from the neighb'ring glace 
Appear d in all her charms, 

Each angry vow Palemon made 
Was loft in Deliz's arms. 


The Lovers had not king reclin's, 
Before Paſtora came: 
Inconſtancy, ſhe cry'd, I find, 
1 In every es 'the fame z 
1 For yo Alexis figh'd and preſt, 
With ſuch bewitching power, 
I quite forgot the wiſhing gueſt | 
That waited in the bower. | 


E > SDSHDDDSSSDDSs d N 


a | The FLOWERS of EDINBURGH. 


Y Love was once a bonny lad, _— 
M He was the flower of all his kin; = 
'The abſence of his bonny face : 172 
_ Has rent my tender heart in twain : | 
I day nor night find no delight, 

In ſilent tears I ſtill complain; 


And rail at thoſe, my rival foes, 
'That took me from my darling ſwain. 


What pain and anguiſh fill my breaſt, 

vince I have loſt my blooming roſe; ; 
I ſigh and moan while others ſt, © CLUDE 

is abſence yields me no repoſe : A 

To feek my love Pll range and rove, _, 

Thro' ev'ry grove and diſtant. plain; 3 
I ne'er will ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 

Til I hear from my darling ſwain. 


8 — on 10+ 4, <a {þ 
2 44 8 ” 0 
9 1 1 am N — 0 *y r 
; P 1 0 * VL. v4 * - 
ths W * 2 4 bo > 4 ; A 4 as 80 Ty * 2 
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There's nothing ſtrange in Nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew ſuch cruelty; _ 
Therefore wy love from me does range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny : 
The pretty kids and tender lambs, 
May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain ; 
But I'll lament in diſcontent, 
The abſence of my darling ſwain. 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 

| _ To ſend a fair and pleaſant gale; 
O let the veſſel ſmoothly glide, _ 
And fill with joy the happy fail: 
May heav'ns bleſs me with ſucceſs, 

While croſſing o'er the raging main; 

And ſend me to that diſtant ſhore, 

Io meet-my lovely, darling ſwain. 


3 What joy and mirth at our return, 
HW Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
Ihe bells ſhall ring, the birds ſhall ſing, 

To grace and crown our nuptial day: _ 
Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's e. 
My heart once more I Will regain; 
I'll range no more to diſtant ſhore, 
But will enjoy my darling ſwain. 


[ 3 | IOOSOODDOCDOGOCOGSE SSC dee 
3 The SAILOR's ARRIVAL. 


OM plonghing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
fheur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Tour hafids, my brave Dirne, halloo boys, what 


cheer, 
be A failor chat s inſt come on ſhore ? . | 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe hetoring blades thought'to ſcare us nodoubt, 

And to cut us and flaſh us—morblieu! 3 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguely out, 4 - 
We have llic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then conraiey my hearts, your own conſequence 
: know, 
Lon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; . 
The lion may rouſe when he hears the cock crow, 
But toute never be put in 2 fright. | , 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical j Jars, 

| Your damn'd party and idle conteſt; 
And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt >" 

Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A tes Ering foark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gipſies look to't; 5 
Sound bottoms they'll find us in every eeſpedt, os 
And our pockets well laden to boot. ! 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the er aiſee Purſe 
Have more art to perſuade, the like z © © 
But ware thoſe falſe colours, for better for yk. 

Is the bargain we're willing od 


Now long live the king may he proſperous rei 

Of no power, no faftion afraid; en, 

May Britain's proud flag ftill exult o'er the main, 
ES WINES EN, 2 


No quickfands endanger, no forms overwhelm, | 1. 
Steady, ſteady and fafe may the fail ; 22 27 

No ignorant pilots Cer fit at her helm, "PQ" 4 
Or her anchor. of liberty fal. . 


The 


——— ä ec — - 


s 
7 8 _—_— 
a, ki» = 


0 \The\ Y ARO. 
Pan nga ihe cn gh, eas him an 


Who at cares of this world would repine 3 
"Twas our {arrows te. drown, and diſpel. Fortunes 
own, 76.1 vine. 
That Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us, the juice of the 
er this in all ſets the true int reſt protects, 
d enlivens the hump. of our clay ; bed 


164 The- 


- A 


The parſons looks teach, tho? againſt it they — 


TT 3 them, 1 m who pleaſes, 
. 


Tis not long ago, that a vicar t know, | 
Whoſe name twere ungodly to tell, 

Who o'er bottle and bowl fat with many good "I 
Full of glee, till ding dong, till ding dong, went 


the bell: fl 
Then having a hic—cup, took the chair with "a 
kick—up, 
I muſt. go, elſe the church will R . 
*, Friends, don't think 1 me een ear by my 


prieſthood; — 1 4 
ru but preach, and be with. you, de with. you 


The axons. went ſixaight, tho' he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his ſermon in mem'ry's large cheſt ; 


| To the gulpit he roſe, but ſoon'fell.in.a doſe, 


And cries, Excellent, excellent wine, I proteſt. 
The whole congregation, in ſtrange conſternation, | 


Left the church, with à ſigh at the cauſe; 
But the 04 more devout, ries, Sir, they're all 
Then an. em, then an again my brave his. 


In 
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In law, twas deſign d, Juſtice ſtill ſhould be blind, 
Yet ſhe'll ſquint 0 K ſelſ. intereſt do call; 

And Pm eertain I could, o'er a hoglhead that's good, 
Bribe the council, the council, judge, jury, __ 

all. | 
If to drink be a fault, for ſo we're all taught, 
Old Noah could tipple, they ſay; 
And we gather from hence, all mortals of ſenſe, © 


Should be ſons of old Noah, _ Noak—huzza ! ? 


SHAKESPEARE's MULBERRY TREE. 
From the Jos1Ler. 


. by David Gàrrick, E/q; with a Cup in his 
Hand made of the Tree) 


v EHOLD this fair goblet! was e tad 5 
| tree, * | [thee 5 
Which, O my ſweet Shakeſpeare! was planted by 
As a relic I Kiſs it, and bow at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy band, muſt be ever divine! .. 


All hall yield to the Mulberry tree! nt 

22.365 Bend do ther, 1 10 1 239 5 

Bleſt Mulberry! FFF 
 Matchleſs was he who planted thee, 


Ang thou, like him, immortal ſhalt bel 


Ve trees of the foreſt, fo rampant and = 
Who ſpread pound, your branches, whoſe beads. 


=" {weep the ik off i 

Ye curi6us exotics, whonr tilte has brought? hire, © 
- To root out the natives at priees ſo 

All ſhall yield, &c. 


The 
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The oak is held royal, is Britains great. beak, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt ; 
1 * we" have thouſands that 
| t, 

While — only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
gs of flowers, and the faireſt of 
uit. 
_—_ ſhall yield, Kee. 


With et and knowledge, the well-letter'd 


* ie and p ic, and grace for the church; 1 
But law and the in Shakeſpeare we find, 
ER beſt phyſie A | 


| All hall nad, e. 


The fame of the pation gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree; 
Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories reſign, 
Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine. 


All hall yield, * Ke. 


The genius of Shak ontfhines the kright day, 
| rapture than winde to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree which he planted; by making his own, 


Has laurel, r 
: 2 


* 
4 
4 1 
* * 


Then 


Then take each a relit « this allow d tree, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 

Fill, fill to the Planter, the cup to the beim. 

To honour the country, do honour to him. | 
3 FEE 


WHAT + CHARMING THING's a BATTLE! 


HAT A charming, thing's a battle! 
| — drums beating; 

co — I 
very heart 

With what ys Z 
From front and from the rears 
Round ns in the ſmoaky air, 

Heads and limbs and bullets flying! 

Then the groans of ſoldiers dying; 
Juſt like ſparrows as it were, 


| | Lie confounded : 

What a thing's a battle! 

But the pleaſant joke of all, 

Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 

Like mad bulls each other butting, 

_. Shootingy\ſtabbing, MARIE, CUTE 3 5 
** and foot 


— 
While the muſkets —_ | 


2 {x + JET by ee CT 

Kill's the both men and nes x "JF 

*"- _— — 
Blood 

What a charming thing a battle ! 


SWEET | 


, "y * addon ee i oh... Eero — 294% 
ABS cab. ——— — — | ; 


And by 


Here's to thee, my 1 the bottle about! 
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SWEET. PASSION: of LOVE. 


F abe paſſion, bow can it torment ? 
If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content? 
1 


nce I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 


Or grieve at my fate, fince I know tis in vain ? 


Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds man * 


heart. Ts 


1 — 1025 * "ory e tanguiſhing lars, 

paſſionate filence I make my.love known: 

But oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in ſtriving to hide, the reveals all herflame, 

mak" tell hate oh er 
name 


Ho pleaſing is beauty 8 charms! 
How delightful embraces! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure nothing's ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: I 
And 8 bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 


yie 
For — that conquers, and keeps the fair 


8 PUSH che BOTTLE ABOUT! 
P.. pox of this nonſenſe, I prſthes give o'er, 
cir 


And talk of young Phillis and. Chloe no more; 
face, and hate als air, and their mein, what a rout! 


Hove to thee, &c. 


"Ia 
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Let finical fops play the fool and the ape, 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape; 

But we honeſt fellows —'ſdeath! who'd ever think 

Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 
Ok puling, Ke. | 


*Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows, 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as a king 
The man, &c. 1 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 

Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : 

The precedent's glorious and juit, by my ſoul, 

Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl: 
Lay hold, cc. | „„ 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, aud a laugh, _ 
My toaſt ſhall be this, while I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ;”* 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 

Boys, fill up a bumper, &c. 


SODGCOGODOCOCOQOODOCODOCODLODODCC 
BONNY CHRISTY, 
OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
Sweet taſte. the peach and cherry: 
Painting and order pleaſe our cen, 
And claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt colours, fruits, and flowers, 
And wine, tho' I be thirſty, . 
. Loſe a their charms and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty, 


Ne V. P When 
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When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in concert chanting ? - 

But if my Chriſty tunes her voice 
Pm rapt in admiration ; 5 

My thoughts with extafies rejoice, 
Aud drap the haill creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 
And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman ; 
But dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother; 
With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear the love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'erhear him ; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But ere he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chriſty !—witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, _ 
I wiſh this may na be a _ | 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing! _ 
Time was too precious now for tauk; 
This point of, a' his wiſhes 
He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
Fut war'd it a' on kiſſes. 


The POLITE SINGER. 


ff SONG. |. 
SUNG in the CHARACTER of FOLLY, 
In the Maid of the Oaxs. 


egree 
M is Folly, h —who does not know me ? 
Of high ones and low ones, of great and of ſmall, 


I'r2 been the companion and friend of you all! 
Where er I come, I drive away care, 
And if there's a crowd, I'm ſure to be there. 
| Par here and there, 
And every where, 
All know me,—alt know me; 
Wbhere'er I come, 
Nobody's dumb ; 
Prattling, prancins, 
Singing, dancing, 
Running o'er with mirth and =. 


From country cleftions I gallopd poſt-haſte, 
For there I am always the moſt buſy gueſt ; 
And whether it be in the country or town, 


. I'm nes very cloſe by the cit and the clown: 
The courtier, the patriot, the turn-coat and all, 


I I do not fwecten, breed nothing * 
Im Here, and there, me. 


The 1 without me, unhappy wou'd be; 
No lady, fo chaſte, but gallants it with me; 
The graveſt of faces, who phyfic the land, 

For all their grimaces, ſhake me by the hand: 

At the 

And clap in the gallery, the boxes, and pit. 
8 Tm here, and there, Kc. 


>» 
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AKE room, my good neighbours of ey vry | 


playhouſe, a friend to the author I fit, 


The | 


— — 
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The CHEAT's APOLOGY : A favourite Ballad. 
Sung by Mr VERNON, at Vauxhall. 
ANT by Mr Hdox. 


1 
oO round the world each profeſſion you'll 5 
find, call; 


Hath ſomething diſhoneſt, which myſt'ry 
Fach knave points at others, at home * ſtark 
blind, 
Except but his own, there's a cheat in thank all : 
When tax'd with impoſture, the charge he'll evade, 


And, like Falſtaff, pretend he but lives by his trade. 


The ſtateſman who ſteers by wiſe Machiavel's rules, 
Is ne''er to be known by his tongue or his face; 
They're traps by him us'd to catch credulous fools, 

And breach of his promiſe he counts no diſgrace; 
And policy calls it reproach to evade, 
For flatt'ry's his . * his trade. 


e lawyer, as oft on the wrong ſide 28 EFTY | 
Md tortures, for fee, the true ſenſe. "a the law; 
hiie black he by ſophiſtry proves to he white, 
And falſhood and Pein Eis in i. ge; 
With ſteady n. all blame will evade, 
His client's his care, and he lives by: his Winds. 


- 


Since then] in all tations impoſture i is or? 
18 No one of another can juſtly complain, 
1 = The coin he receives will paſs current around, 
"38 And where he is cozen'd, he <ongns again; 
$i And I who for Cheats this A made, 1 | 
= Cheat the world with a ſong, mg's my trade. 


-. * . 
5 A 
oy 
- 
_ * 


The POLITE SINGER. 17 


A SONG on SOMEBODY: 


ET others boaſt of noble birth, 

Or think in wealth confiſts their worth; 
Alas! my every wiſh on earth, 

Is centur'd in my Somebody. 


Such beauty in her form 1 find, 
Such virtue decks her lovely mind 
The pride and glory of her kind, 
Is ſure my lovely Somebody. 


Bright ſhines the glorious orb of day, 
And bright is Luna's filver ray, 
A luſtre bright the ſtars diſplay, — 
But far more bright is Somebody. 


| Sweet is the pale that gently blows, 

And ſweet the bluſhing damaſk roſe; 

But ſweet, O ſweeter far than thoſe, 
Art thou, my lovely Somebody. 


For thee d ſcorn a monarch's tate, 
And think it far a happier fate, 
To dwell in ſome obſcure retreat, 
With „ and Somebody. 


While lambkins on the plain ſhall rox 7 
And feather'd ſongſters haunt the grove, — 
So long my heart with ſpotleſs love, 
Shall burn for lovely Somebody. 


And when Tm calbd to endleſs reſt, 
May I expiring on her breaſt, 1 


| To heaven prefer this laſt requeſt, 


Q bleſs my lovely — : 


ee 
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* 
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Mine is a theme unſung before, 


A SONG on NOBODY. 


ET others borrow'd charms exglore, 4 
And rhyme a liſt of bgauties o'er 1 


I mean the praiſe of r. 
When love the Poet's boſom warms, 


And fills his breaſt with ſoft alarms, 
He gives his maid a thouſand charms, 


Which all belong to Nobody. 


Spite of each doating lover's frown, 
I dare to cry their Chloes down ; 


Nor blame me, when I freely own, 


That I'm in love with Nobody. 


Unmov'd I view each rival fair, 
All painted trifles, light as air 


Nor would I make their ſmiles my care, 


Were I belov'd by Nobody. 


Shou'd Fortune laviſh all her ſtore, _ 
To make me rich, who now am poor, — 
Lo! here I vow, what cou'd 1 more? 


Pd give it all to Nobody. 
Or ſhould misfortune tempt my mind 


With ſcorn to look on all mankind, 


Some peaceful ſpot I'd ſtrive to ind, 
And ſpend my days with Nobody. 


While ſome abuſe the marriage-ſtate, 
And others meet a froward mate, 
Surely that man maſt bleſs his fate, 
| Whom choice unites with Nobody. wee 


K 


- 
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A Favourite. HUNTING CAN TATA. 
ReciTarive. 


| peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
Its different notes each feather'd warbler 


tunes; 
The milk-maid's carol glads the plowman's e 
The jolly huntfman winds his chearful horn, 
And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd falute. 


A1R. 


The — are unkenneld, and now 
| Thro' the copſe and the furze will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 
I told you ſo—didn't I?—ſee where he flies; 
Twas Bellman that open'd—ſo ſure the fox dies. 
| Let the horn's jolly found 
Encourage the hound, 
And float through the echoing ſkies. 


Rxcirarivx. 2 
The 3 begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor firamp, 

uickſet or gate the thund'ring courſe retard; 

Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey ;— 

Then to the | [portive ſquire's capacious bowl— 


A1R. 
O'er that, and old beer of his own, 
Ibis ſound, bright and wholeſome, we'll ſing : 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king: 
And next we will fill tq Jove's favourite ene, 
The rich iſle of ſaints, Britannia I mean; 
; 2 men, — and hounds, 
pp d by no bounds, 
For no ot on the earch cer bred ſportſmen fo keen. 


8E. 


| 


N 
| 
14 5 
18 
| 
| 
| 
| . 
N 
1 
. 
- 
= 


v5 Then ſeeks the elf, makes love * cs 
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SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 


Sung by. Mrs WRIGHTEN, at. n. 


Compoſed by Mr Hoox. 


IOME b 
And ye whom cares moleſt; 


War, wine, and love but tend to prove, 


That Second Thoughts are Beſt ! 
The Queen of Charms, the God of Arms, 
Gay Bacchus, and the reſt, 


When aſk'd, ne' er flounce, yet "all pronounce, 


That Second * are Beſt?” 


The jealous boy, if Daphne" 8 coy, 
Gainſt Cupid will proteſt; 


His nymph diſdain, then think agam, 


For Second Thoughts are Beſt | 
The fair one too, unus d to woo, 
Drives Henry from her breaftz 


Fe or Second Thoughts, a are Beſt! 


And 1 who doats on e coats, 
Pm ſure we'll ſtand the teſt, 

Nor frowns on her who dares aver, 
That Second Thoughts are Beſt! | 

Fen Neptune too, our fleet in Vw” 1 
Kept Gallia's fleet in Breſt, - 

They meant to fight, he chem right, 
Iheir eee Bete! T 


fr +2 48 1 t: 


- 
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ara, hed others hath Again, 
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Again, but mark the tippling ſpark, 
When ſeated as a gueſt, 


At firſt reſign his darling wine, 
But Second Thoughts are Beſt 

And you, I ſee, will fide with me, 
Some louder than the reſt, 

Will cry—no more, and then encore, 
But Second Thoughts are Beſt! 


— Xo —— ——— 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH so, 


Sung by * KENNEDY, at VAUXHALL, 
Compoſed. by Mr Hook. | 


Yoke Jockey blithe, at early dawn, 
Starts freſh and fair as roſes blown; 


Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves, 
And greets the laſs he dearly loves. PRE 
Sweet ſmells the dirk, green growsthe gra, | 

Dear · Jug, will nothing move thee? 85 
Be kind, be true, my bonny laſs, 
I only hve to love _ == 


1 Ss >4 
Aide in claing can I ; 
| But that Fd die for your: dear fake of iis 
From ev'ry other buſimeſs free, - 
My: life 2nd love. ſhall follow: thee. - 
Sweet ſmells the birk, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay; 
While Love does at his altar ſtand, 
Give me your heart, O give your hand. 
Sweet ſmells the birk c. 6 


WAR: * | 
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en od pale la, 5 
See what at our Jubilee paſſes | 
Jad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warw Ee, Lad, 
Warwickſhirc lad, —all be glad, 
Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where Nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 
And the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard, 
+ Warwickſhire bard,—never pair d, 
Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Drjden, 
And half a ſcore more we fake pride in; x 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Win, 
Warwirkſhire Wil, —matchleſs' ſtill, 


WARWICKSHIRE MEL hd. 
Come, revel away, rejoice and be 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 
Where much ſhe has given and ſome to be ſpar d, 
For the bard of all bards was e e Sure. 
Of famous Will Congreve, vt boalt too the min, 
For the Will of all Wills ws a Warwickſhire Will 


our Shakefpeare compir'd is to n mn, 


Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; 
Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet fwan, 


And the ING eee eee 
Warwickſhire man, — Avon's ſwan. Wk 
And the man of a il men was a Warwickſhire man. | 


As veniſon is very inviting, 
To ſteal it our bard took delight in; 
To make his friends merry he never was lag. 
And the wag ok all wags was 2 Warwickſhire wag, 
For the wag of all wags was s Warwickſhire wag. 
There 


* Ta . 
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There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
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Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature; 
He took all her ſmiles and he took all her geief, 
And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickthire thief, 


Warwickſhire thief, he's the chief, 


For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief. 
DDBDODODDDDDDDSDDSSDDDDDSDDSDS 


"THE FREE-MASON. 


Tune He Gomes, he comes! the hero comes / 


unite, your yoices raiſe | 
Loud, loudly ſing Free-maſons' praiſe; 
Spread far and wide their ſpotleſs fame, 
And glory in the ſacred name. 


Behold, behold the upright band, 
In virtue's paths go hand in hand; 
They ſhun each ill, they do no wrong, 
Strict honour does to-them belong. 


Ho juſt, how juſt are Als heir un. 
Superior far to mortal 5 

Their worth deſcriptian E . 

For matchleſs are Free-maſons deeds. 


Go on, po on, ye juſt and true, 
Still, till the ſame bright paths purſue; 
Th' admiring world ſhall on ye gaze, 
And friendſhip's altar ever blaze. 


Begone, begone, fly diſcord hence, 
With party rage and infolence : © 
Sweet peace ſhall bleſs this happy band, 
And freedom {mile — the land. 


The 
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The BRITON»: PRAYER. 


OD ſave great George our king! 
Long may each Briton WP . 
God fave the king! OT. 
1 ſend us beef in ſto rr, 
When that's gone, ſend us more, 
And we'll, as heretofore, 

Defend our king. 


55 Oh! mighty Jove, ariſe, 


Choak all our enemies, 

As they deſerve : 
Confound their fricacies, 
Smite all their ducks and geeſe, 
Poiſon their tarts and cheeſe, 

And let them ſtarve. 


Oh t that Waſhington, | 
25 friends Fry One, 
Make yams their only 3 5 
Let them drink treacle beer, 
Whilſt loyal Britons, here, 
Feed on roaſt- beef. 


Confound the Frenchman's pot, 
| Make his ſoup ſcalding hot, 
Singe his falſe tongue : 8. 
Search through Great-Britain's ifle, + 
In Rebel's porrage -bol 25 
Wormwood and Camomile, 
| And make it ſtrong !. 


The POLITE SINGER. 


The LOVER and the FRIEND. | 
Sung by Miſs THORNTON, at VauxHALL. 


EN ev'ning gales chear rural groves, 
And. village laſſes gay, 
Are roving with the lads they love, 
Along the banks of Tay : 
I' chuſe young Colin for my guide, 
From harms he'll ſure defend ; 
For Colin is my joy and pride, 
My lover and my friend. 


Young Colin? s now in beauty's bloom, 

His looks are fair and gay; 

He pipes along the-yellow broom, 
Or flow'ry banks of Tay: 

When harveſt ſmiles, the ſhepherd's pain, 

And all his doubts ſhall end; 

For then [ll wed the gentle forain, 
My lover and my friend. 


7 EDS IDK 


GENTLE HARRIET. 
EN gentle Harriet firſt I ſaw, 


Struck with a reverential we, 
felt my boſom mov'd; | 
Her eaſy ſhape, her charming 2 4 
She fila, and talk d with ſo much grace, 
1 gaz d, admir d, and lov'd. | 


J; ͥ ũ ꝶẽ ::: 
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Up to the buſy town I flew, | 2 
And wander'd all its pleaſures thro), 
In hopes to eaſe my care; 
The bufy town but mocks my pain, Wo.” 
Its gayeſt pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriet haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 
The comic humours of the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ; 
I reliſh not the ſage's lore, 
The ſtage's humours pleaſe no more, 
For Harriet s all my joy. | 


— 
— 


Sometimes I try d the jovial throng, 
Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away ; 
The jovial throng is noiſy rude, 
No other female dares intrude , 
Where Harriet bears the ſway. 


Since then, nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid. or man, 
For want of thee atone ; ; 
'O come! with all thy conqu'ring charms! 
O come and take me to thy arms, 
For thou art all-in one! 1 


SOBRE 
A HUNTING SONO. 


ME ſprightly horn awakes the morn, l 
And bids the hunter riſe; 
bs ne opening hound returns the ſound, - 
And echo fills the Kies. | 's 
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See ruddy health, more dear "EY wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow ; 

The neighing ſteed inyokes our ſpeed, 
And reynard trembles now. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers ſought; 
The ruſtic race ador'd the chace, 
And hunted as they fought. 


Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms ; 

Then o'er the bowl expand the m 
And reſt in Chloe's arms. 


ess — 2 SS . <> 


The RAPTURE. 


"HEN, Delia, leaning on thy breast, 
What Pella, lea of delight I feel | 
Arabia's balmy ſweets I taſte, 

When I thy lips with kiſſes ſeal. 


When I thy lips, &c. 
What bliſs each 2 r l J. 
What pleaſing pan boſom ſwell, 


When to m beat 1 bel. s thee 15 
Andi in 3 fighs | my paſſion tell ! | 
Aud in foft bghs, &. - © © 


"ou if the acted be oy _ 
What muſt the full poſſeſfion prove? 

When Hymen makes our Jc FS, . 

And gives thee to > wy conſtant 2 ; 
5 gives thee, &c. | 


| Qz | Then 
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Then ſhall I claſp each latent charm, 
And call the __ treaſure mine; 
Then circled in thy ſnowy arms, 
 Diſlolve in extaſy divine. 
Diſſolve, &c. 


F D | 


MISS IN HER TEENS: A CanTaTa. 
RectTATLVE. 


R's. young, and beautiful, Daphne the gay, | 


Had figh'd, unmarried, fifteen years away 
youth as yet had made his paſſion known; 

Strange! theſe accompliſhments, and lie alone | 

Yet ſo it was,—the cauſe I cannot tell, 

And thus, impatient, ſung the giddy Belle. 


AlR. Long young Fockey, &c. 
Tell me, little fooliſh Cupid, _ 
Why lo croſs and rudely coy ? 
Be no longer dull and ſtupid, 
| Prove a playful, wanton boy: 
Tell around my matchleſs beauty, 
Tell that I have yoath and charms; 
Tell my riches, tis thy duty; 
Bring a Lover to my arms: 
Let him be old, or let him be froward, 
Let him be ſenſible, fooliſh, or vain, 
Let him be coxcomb, let him de coward, 
I can ſmile him'to courage — - 
_ Tellme, . 5 
Tel me, Je fwains | iro 
Can you, b | 8 47 
| | Would 78 f 
Can you, w ig yon ds fo Wan 6 vou, ein you, 
Can you figh 5 * * 


© WES 5 Ne. 


AY 
24 
; 
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+1) - 7 ReerTarTiIVE. 


| Scarce had ſhe ſung th effuſion of her "_ 
When Cupid in compaſſion ſent relief: 
A bluff, young martial blade was ſeen t' advarice, 
And thus roar'd out, with noiſy complaiſance. 


Arr. Viy bow now, ſaucy Jade, &c. 
Blood, fire, and ſword, my dear, 
Men call me Captain Flaſh, ma' am; 
Had I a rival here, 
Thus I his head would daſh, ma'am ; 
Blood! my dear. 


| Blood, tuner, guts, and hell! 4 
How faithful I adore Jes. 
is not in man to tell, 
By all * future glory. 
Guts and Hell! 


Tour humour I can pleaſe, 
Whenc'er you're in the dumps, ma' am ; ; 
| Mow thouſands by the knees, 
Then make them dance on 8 ma ay | 
You to Pleaſe. : 


I am Faithful to my word; 
If Tm a coward, 8 me; 
Behold my laſhing ſword, 
I'm great as Czar, damme ! 
| | _ At a word. 


Rec ITATIVE., 


Here he ſtopt ſhort, i the midſt of his career, 
And our young novice harrow'd up with fear ; 
Lucky for her, a Paddy, young and ſtout, 
Without reſiſtance, kick'd the boaſter out ; 


3 Then 


2 
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Then ſhut the door, to make.all faſt within, 
And, leering, thus his carol did begin. 


Air. St PatricÞ*s day in the morning. 


| Now arrah dear creature, moſt faireſt in feature, 
m ſure your inferior can never be found; 
Were you at Dublin city, you would be ſo pretty, 
Fd {wear you the faireſt in London town: 
Tho? not ſo excellent as our lord lieutenant, 
With Iriſhmen two or three thouſand befide; 
Let defore we are married,they'll be dead and buried, 
And then King of beauty you'll ne'er be deny d, 
On our * day night in the morning 


Ah hone! my dear honey, I've plenty of money, 
- If once we were gotten to Ireland's dear ground; 
It will fet'you a-ſinging, to ſee my gold ring, and 
A diamond ith? middle nine inches around: 
Fm forty third couſin to lords forty dozen; 
My father's own ſelf was the Lord—knows who; 
Here's guineas a hundred,—no, fair I was plunder'd, 
But when we're two couples, you'll widen that flaw, 
On our wedding day . in the morning f 


Rec ITATIVE. 


A Tho? tir'd of living ſingle, yet our maid 

Was not in haſte with poverty to wed; © 
Poor Patrick's tatter'd breeches gave offence, 
So he in doleful dumps was order'd—thence ! 
Nor was the long alone ;—flow creak'd the door, 
A Qinaker driving ſnails, came ſimp'ring to her; 

| With nods and fighs, his eloquence he tries, 

While his broad brim endangers madam's eyes. 


A1R. 


Al | Wore m wory fu hut we're gaily yet. 


Show. 

Thou fair . F earth, look not the rabble on, 
Fly the wicked of this our Babylon; 
Look hot to me in the ſpirit of wrathfulneſs, 

But in or Fr of love and of faithfulneſs. 


YeaTll dance to 8 ches, yea Pl ang and caper, 
Thoꝰ ſuch feats are frail as the morning vapour; 
Tho” our laws forbid it, even, verily, verily, — 

Tal de ral * merrily, p 
© Kow. : 
Dear ſiſter Daphnah, yea wilt thee but love me, 
To raiſe ſeed unto thee the ſpirit doth move me; 
For thee, ſiſter Daphnah, behold I do die ah 
Like to a bruis'd reed is thy friend Hezekiah. 
Qrick. Yea I'll dance to pleaſe _ &c. 


Rec [TATIVE. 


While thus he caper'd it with aukward mirth, 
A frown from Daphne ſtruck him to the earth ; 
Aſham'd at once of his ungodly airs, 

He, without bidding, Gmper'd down the ſtairs : 
Leaving poor Hezekiah to his fate, | 
A Sailor next appear'd before the gate, 
And thund'ring fearleſly with all his might, 
T bus rour's the lady from her ſhort reſpite. 


Alx. Jack of Wapping. 


Well, now I've got within gun ſnot, 
| What need to think of flying ; | - 
50 tack about, and quick give out, — 2 
' You're at my mercy lying : . 
| From 


\ | 


p'to prow, Im br e 


y ne'er can founder; 
By Jove I ſwear, Ido not fear 
A biftcen thoufand pounder. 

Told de * * 19, . 


Rei TAT WI. 


Thus ſung the chearful Tar, 3 | 
For a'kind © to his honeſt —_ | 
But ſtiff the envious door kept ſhut en, 
So Jack budg'd off, as if no harm had been: 
Not long the maid continued in her fears, 

A far more gentle rap aſſail'd her ears; 
A Frenchman danc'd along, and cringing low, 
Sung thus, while proſtrate laid to kiſs her toe, 


At R. Guardian Angels. 


Abel mine angels of dis nation, 
2 You be vair, en verite 3 
1 Vid deſpair I tell a. my paſſion, | 
bw Den oh! bring une remedie: 
| See votre ſlave in de grand — 
Vile a melting vid deſire; 
Ver — vine eyes, alas! 
Be de two burning glaſs, 
Dat be ſct mine foul on vire. 


Re ITATIVE. 


Ling he'd "nr ſun ung of torment, flame, what not? 
But that a brimſtone mell proclaim'd a Scot; 

Who with his itch, his figure, and his tongue, 
Scar'd out Monſieur, and thus right coarſely ſung. 


From 


* 


X 


e-'Y 3 24.4 . . | Alk. 
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Aix. Nancy's ta the green gps 


Troth, bra“ Laftie; P'ſe na blate, 
I mak as free as onyyz _ 
And may auld Tyburn be my gate, 
'  _ Gin ye're no unco bonny: 
Your filler and your canny face, 
Sets a' the kintry 
And gin I ha'na won the grace, - 
Poor Sawney mun be _— 


Gin Cer ye ci at Aberdeen vÞ _ 
Tſe be Light glad to foe be IRE ay 
A crowdie and the lang Kail bes, 
As dainties I will gie ye; 
But gif we canno' weel agree, 
And dinna click a fancy; | 
Sin I'ſe baith gude, and weol to bee, 
TI = yeh icorntw d N 


r 8 r 
Daphne at once, dispatch'd © r Chic, 
Wha turn'd, and ca'd her like a vara de'tl; 


Syne gang d his te; and to ſuceeed the 
Before her Hood a 2 Zo A clown ; ir, 


With wooden clogs, three . 4 2 
Then ſat him down, and thus p to her. # 
Alx. Tung . went. 
Ads heart! pretty maiden, thou 128 N 


In thefe zilken gowns and lac'd 
Zo vine; by the zookers! 1 


To ſpeak to'fo gallant a lady as er 

Thy cheek like Huſg beef or 

With eyes like a patr of clear Briſtow-ftone 
Zing bigh y Jerty, and when fall we ma 


Ian along Deke 


; * 
— 
1 , 
, © 
F7 . 
* 
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My vather.he's s gien me three crowns hh greet, 
And ſent un' to London e vine Zunday coat; 
I've zaddled our Peg, and we'll both bobble flown, 
Amazing the * of our little to 
And Dad will take out, if our ERS. venture, 
A zide o'th* old houſe for his daughter to enter. 
ing high derry derry, and when ſhall we marry, 
Zing Harry and Daphen, ſing en! __ Harry. 


Rxe ITATIVE. 


Away, begone, the Weary maiden cry'd, 

Will thus my bliſs be Kill, ye Gods, deny; 
Tho? proudly ſelf-ſufficient to complain, 

The man of worth alone can eaſe my pain ; uy 
While yet the accetts dwelt upon her tongu 15 7 

2 man of worth appear d, 21 thus divinely ung. 


Ax? In infincy our zope. and feu. 
To thee, dear charmer of u my heart, | 
As to my heay mT fy s- it 
R ſmile, and eaſe my tee; 
Were | Ive to deny. ry. 


* in: — Ip 


| 0 "Ig my 
KR; 6 MST 
_ _ ec *f * [a5 7 20 bi. ed Sint 
irgi 2 — 124 — © 
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* when his 
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AIR. Ar fer bod in ett. 5 2 

When a r er laid claim to SH; 
And fool afted his flame,” | 
I ſmil'd, TE oa: with abundarice of: cd 


5 _ who but the 1 — 15 e, 
But when a over W neſty 
And modeſtly ueges his bliſs 


| 'Tis Pm in the wrong, if I nh ws * 
Or i play with a * like his 


A FAVOURITE HUNTING: SONG. 
 ReciTarive. 


TH E whiſtling ener hails the bluſhing, 
ds Ig 
The thruſh 1 dr Owns the ruſtic note; — 
Loud ſings the blackbird thro' reſounding , 5 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing. ng. 
F = 7 OY Hain; 
AN to the copſe lead away! * 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds ; 3 
Pl warrant he ſhews us ſome play, 3 I 
See, yonder he ſculks thro' the grounds: 12 
Then ſpur your briſk K. and ſmoke em, * 
bloods | 
'Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn Ho 
What concerts are equal to thoſe of the gl 
Berween Echo, the hounds, and the horn. 


Each earth, foe; he tries at in vain, 
In cover no fafety can find; | Fr 
So he breaks it, and ſcours it amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind: 


F 
— — 
4 * 
— 
” 
- 


— —— wks * „ — * 
wow” . | 4 4 
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Oer rocks, and ver rioerg ana heilges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn; - 

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Chear up, my good dogs, to the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
| See his bruſh how it droops !—ſee his tongue; 7 
His f can no longer avail, "one | 
Who of late was ſo and ſtrong :— 


, ſtaunch and fleet pack twas in vain that 


he fled, 
See, they tear kw e en 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound Le the horn 


" ncaa SONG in - Dvznxa. 


LIVE Iſaac the nymph. who no beauty can 


155 health and good-humour to make her his toiſt : 
If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
Or fix foot or four, wel neꝰ er quarrel for that. 
Whate'er her complexion, I vow I don't care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 

And tho' in her cheeks I no dimple; ſhould ſee, 


| Lot. her Juuije, gag each 44iljs 9 Gimpha 30 me. 


Let her locks be the redgeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes may be, faith, any colour but green; 
;, tho fo various the luſtre and hue, 
J ſwear T've no choice, —only let her have two. 
*Tis true 7d diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own are gentceler than black; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But T only deſire that ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


. But I —_— XC. | l | 
ws E WE oY 
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The GOLDEN, RULE. 


beck ring 3a hot, 9 high yords got, 
Break LEE at iorum; 

flame 40 edol, | . Dl | ru Cy ; 

- Is . puſh, about the Jerum. 4. | 


With fiſt on 36g, coifs who can og? 
Or ſhew me that glibe ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag in jibe can was, 
With her mouth Full of liquor * 8 


. 0 4 
"JOHN and NE I. 
8 Nell fat undlerncath her cow; 

Upon a cock of hay, TR 
F oung John was coming from his plough, | 
And chanc'd to pals that way: 
Like light' ning to the maid he flew, 

And by the hand he ſqueez'd her; 
Pray, John, ſhe ery'd, be quiet - do; 
And frown'd, becauſe he teaz'd her. 85 


| Young Cupid, foo, his mother' 8 Ene, : 
erv'd her female pride; 
Go on, and proſper, John, faid he, 
And I will be your guide. 
Then aim'd at Nelly*s breaſt dane | 
From pride i ſoon veltas'8#h 2 
She faintly cry'd Neeb lee Rnart, EY 
And 48505 en - 4 Thee. © * 
; Da 4. I 
Sor "i * Jobn 


3 p N 1 
” r . — 
2 i K tar alt . 9 2 * . —7 , + 
; p U 7 * 4 —* - . : 

wy EET i on del . 
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1 laid himſelf down by her ſide, 
Wr. ſtole a kiſs or _ 
nd flatt'ry's charms he alſ- 
Till . kinder Gp. PF 
The poiſon ſoon an to ſpread, © 
And, in the nick, he feiz'd her; 
She trembled; bluſh'd, and hung her head, 
Then imil d, becauſe he e's her. 


| II0000000000000000 00000000000 


$0OCIAL POWERS. 


OME now all. ye ſocial powers, 
- Shed your influence o'er us; - 
8. with bliſs the happy hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us. * 


Filt the flaſk, the muſic 3 7 | 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 1 
Drink and dance, and laugh and fig 

And caſt dull care behind us. 


Chorus. 


Love's the goddeſs 1 adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſſion ; 
Nor will ever bow before .. 
Thoſe idols, wealth or famhion. 

Fill the flaſk, &c. 


Why the plague, ould, me be fad, 
| While an earth we moulder? 
Briſk or grave, or vex d or glad, | 


We ev'ry day grow older. 


Fill the aſk, Ge. 
HIGH- | 
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HIGHLAND DONALD. 


Wall vou ha'e a tartan plait, 
Or will you ha'e ta ring, mattam ? 
Or will you date kiſs o _ 
And t at's te pretty t' mattam. 
Had awa' 7 bide 2 3 Pugh 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
I'll neither kiſs, nor ha'e a ring, 
Nae tartan plaids for me, Donald. 


O fee — not her ponny progues, 
Her fecket- lait, plue, creen, mattam; 

Her twa ſhort boſe, td ber tua F 
An' a ſhoulter pelt apeen, mattam 


Had awa's bide zwa, 


Had awa' frac me, Dae 


Nae ſhoulder-belts, nae trinkabouts, | 


Na tartan hoſe for me, Donald. - 


Her can pe ſhaw. a petter hough, 


I'an him wha wears ta crown, mattam ! 
Herſell ha'e piſtol and claymare, - 
'Ta flee ta Mg lown, mattam! 


Had awa, had wa, 


Had awa' frat me, Donald; 
For a' your houghs and warlike arms, 
You're no a match for me, Donald. 


Herſell ha'e a ſhort cot pi pought, * 
Ns trail her feets at rin, aun; 


A cutty far of 'cood harn-ſheer, * 


— 24 


Had awa', had wa, 


Had awa frae me, Doriahd' »- : a 
Gae hame, and hap y bougbs, | 
And faſh nat mair wi me, onald: * 


. 


R. 2 | 'Yes 


11 A ̃ —òͤ— ̃ ͤANü—8 
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Ye's ne' er pa pidden work a turn, 
At ony kind o ſpin, mattam; 
But ſhug your leno in a Hull, 
And tidel Highland ſing, r matt 
Had awa', hal awa”, : 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
Your jogging ſkulls and Hi ighland ſangs 
wh found but harſh wi me, Donald. 


In ta morning, when him riſe, 
Ye's get freth whey for tea, mattam 
Sweet milk, and ream, as much you pleaſe, 
Far cheaper tan Pohca, mattam. 
Had awa', had wa, 3 
Had awa' frac me, "TR IT | 
- FT winna quit my morning's tea, 
Tour 2 will ne ber agree, Donald. 


Haper-Gallic —_ pe learn, 

And tat's ta ponny ſpeak, mattam; 3 

v. ger 2 Werte an? fert Tin, 2 
Come wi me, gin 3 N mattam. "UA 

Had awa', had awa), * | 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; hut? 

Your Gallic, and your Highland ber 
ws ne'er gang down wi” ot Donald. 


* 3 _ + at £2 mc wo 


Fait yes be ap 6 Glencongch, nb 
e pigger as the moon, mattam ; 
Ye's ride in currioch, ſtead of coach, 
An wow put yell pe fine, . 
Had awa', had awa', 
| Had awa'' frac me, Donald, 
* a Your, Highland rarities, 
You're ffot a match for me, Donald. 
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18 Vis ta went yell pe guide 
* protty map like mes mattam ? 


Sac lang's:claymore hing py my ſite 
I' never marry tee, mattam. 
O come awa', run. ana”, 
== come aa wi me, Donald : 


les r 


** me 3 
eo 


BRITANNI A's CALL 
Tune ” Social Prwery. y 


1OME, ye lads who with to Thine 
Bright in future ſtory, 
Haite to arms, and form the line * 
That leads to martial glory. 


Chorus. Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of-dangers; 

Tell the bluſt' ring ſons-of France, 

That we'to fear are * . 


Britain, he the. * s rous u, 
And her flag is rearing, 
Always finds her ſons diſpos d 

To drub the foe that's daring. 
| Charge the muſket, &c. 


Hearts of Oak with ſpeed advance, TAL 
Pour your, naval thunder 45 
On the trembling ſhores, of France, 1 
And ſtrike the world with, 3 
Charge the 3 


pw R 3 „ one 
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Howes for the brave to ſhare, - 
Is the nobleſt n 
Guard your coaſts; protect the fair, Ar 
For that's a Briton's duty.” | 

Charge the 3 Kc. 


What if Spain to be. their parts 
Has form'd. a baſe alliance; 

All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the. world dciiance. 


Chorus. Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
| Manly and united 
: Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And ce your country righted. 


F ” 


The JOVIAL HUNTSMEN. 


A WAY to the field, fee the morning looks grey, 5 
And, ſweetly bedapplec forbodes ; a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the Tport to embrace, 


And carol aloud to be led to the Chace. 


Then hark, in tha morn, 10 "Ty call of the w_ 
And jvin with the jovial. erew ; 'F 


While the ſeaſon invites, and all its delights, 


The TRY chace to 3 


How charming neg e ers Grſt dawns, | 
To lee the ſwift be pread over the lawns; 


'Fo welcome the Pig now N from reſt, 
* heir mattins they Tat 2s they merrily queR. 
* 2 Hark, &c. 


The HTE RR 


But ahl how eee 
Jo ſtart, juſt as Phebus peeps dver/ the hills; 
While joyous, from valley to valley reſbunds, 

The ſhout of the hunter, and cry: ofthe hounds. - 
Ws N Kc. 


1 * x 


+4 


er a 


See how ; ib DEE Keke, : A berge nine 
Fly hedges or ditches, top, 9 dd 
Borne by den öde eres nd dangers they fear, 
And e to the winds all vexation and care. 
Ihen hark, Kc. 


Ye cits, * * * Ce, quit the j joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleafure of ſleeping in down ; - 
Ours al your tail, wk for honour or r 
Ours is * n health. -.- 
Then * Kc. 


The DRUNKARD. 


: „ 755 
115 needs neither Parthian quiver or ſpeat; 
e Moor's poifon'd dart he 2 eber er! 
4 His na. 


Undaunted he goes ning bellies dots, 


windows, and breaks open doors; 
He revels all night, ig afraid of no evil, 
And boldly defies doctor and devil. 


= 1 © 


nero rn 


fo 


* 0 ; 5 | No 


r 
ou in . 
In Africa defart there never was ſeen 
A monſter ſo-hated! by Gods and by men. 


— place me, ye deities, under the line, 
here grows agt a tree nor a plant, but the vine; 
Oer het burning fands PFll firelecr and fwcat, = 
f Barcfoated, with nothing to keep off the heat. 


Or, place me where funſhine is ne'er to de found, 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound; 
Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require, 
My bottle ſhould warm me, and fl me with fire. 


My tutor ma) 5 job me, and Jay me down rules, 
Who mind — but wil# philoſophical fools?!? 
For when Tam old, and can no more drink, 


"I's time enougli then to fit down and think. 
Tas thus. Alexander was tiitor'd in vain, : 
For he th > Ariſtotle an afs gor his pain: 


His ſotrow he us'd in full to drown,, 1 
And be was drink, then the world was his 


This worid is u tavern, with Hauer well tor'd, | 
ere 

y life is the reck ning, which freety I pay, 
And when Pan dead drunk, dere ae 


Pig "Rac of 8 8 e e 


For Phoebe, I vow 


I told her my loves and ſas, donn by ber fide, ö 
And ſwore the next morning — Arie bride: 
In anger the faids; n 
n em : 


Ms ow, wb young Þ ne raging: cen, 
Nor can I my Phoebe is at: 
| amm the ery; well, I love you for that. 


Sr 
this morning pw 
You; fill may deny u, -I love you for that. 


5 Trepiy d, dear Pherbe, believe, i A 
e e e ee, 2 5 


00 


You very welt know he has ruitt d 


Ang fe, wy ax charm wall hte in for that. 
then ſhe Fyo mean tebe kind, 


ng 
the g gave uſt = pat ; * 


Il ont ate e deer the 
ranſported, Fiifs'd 
I A woes 


PA 7 rl 


The r üA r et "BAC FA envs. 4 
ue ſpirit; 
I Nele d from ing 4 
A vol long aufg — — 
—̃ 
410 e 
Doſes dunces make us; KY 
But men noh, more wiſe, lEdenial deſpiſe, 449 3; 

1 a rr 


* . 


4 


Vie 
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got meet her hit night on this ſpot? 


me for that. N 


5 


- 
4 


——— on _ 
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Bi g-wigd, in fine roach, fee the dodtor approach, 

7 * 
| Gravely ſmell tp lis cane, apply Ginger to vein, - 5 

Aud count the repeats with-grimaces.: - + * 

As he holds pen in handy life and death's at bras, 

A toſs-ußp which party will take us; 

Aay with this cant, no proſription we want, | 
But the en of Bacchus. © = 


We jollily j join in the practice of wine, 
| White an ja Ou grades of wi mir 

While, ladies art ſcorning, and lovers — 

We kugh' at wealth, wen 

Drink, drink, tibw "tis prime, — to ime, bn. 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake ua; 


His threats we e l Bicrbve Gas os * 


To the; Wypticle 
Whiat duk Bere 2th i — the 
Of cha e 


Bey 1 x 
= ta glaſs zom at the” 
_ ut be in out exerciſe ſteady. 

. Our endo ial when; men vs trols, | 

8 10 undertake us 5. 2 N | 

$ | AT K 
ans * 1 and Bacchus. ba. 


The fat ſhinin 
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„The FELLOW. SERVANT 8. 


OME here, fellow ſervants, and liſten to me 
— 6 hng bake is 
Are only 


'Tis 


gee 1 ie 
Who bows to the great, and if they Aus, 
What is he, i faith, but a ſervant at beſt? _ | 


Both high ang los, &. 


Nature made all alike, —to aiſtinktion me craves, 
Yet we laugh at the world, its fools and its knaves, 
| For we are all ſervants, but they are" all Boves, 
. | 


glutton looks up to the tell, 
Ee looks Corn to his falk, 
ted beau is a ſlave to himſelf. EE 
anClow, &c. n 8 


The wrinkled 
And the curl. 
Both 


IA gay forightly belle who the 1 town \ alarms, 
And with eyes, neck, 2hd lips, ſets the parte af : 


N 1 


in arms, 
. | 


Then we drink ike our benen gh ing 3 


and love, 
And when Gck of one. place to anatherwe'll move: 
For with little and great the beſt joy is to ove. 
— 


0 The VOLITE ER 


The obbimare- DAVGATER. 
y | K 1 ; | 
a daughter ou have, les the plagne =D 


No peace ſhall you . the! youve buagta your 
At, twenty ſhe-mocks;atthe duty — her: 


; O what a plague is an 
Sighing and whining, | 
Dying and piningg 
O what a plague | is an obſtinate daughter! 


When ſcarce in their teens thy have wit to per- 
| plex us, _ 
tr ee youve brug 


O Re a — is an obſtinate 
Wranglmg and jangling, 


COOLED, I GOO. OOO Io. DO ¶ . p : ̃⁵' ry 
2 
4 * 


outing and pouting |- 
O what a plague 5 3nobſnae danger! 


_— e 7 OP > ̃ . AA <7 yg” 4 rr 
* 2 8 , 4" _ * * ned : G , : 
- | . * * „ . 2 * g 
"Map * A „ „ * p nd hes x; 
wh + l 4 
7 : : 


The APOLOGT. 


13 T'M ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to Ns, 
Io fing—you might as well have bid me to Hy ; z 
Ti trie Prea voices ſo has the town-<rryer, © 

Tf I ſay mine's a better, Tm ſure Em d liar. 


| Howerer, to pleaſe ye, ahho' L be 5 * 
| bis you'll take it, like marriage, for better for worſe. 


WN. nn. 
do, n bete An * 


| And I'm fare you're 11 


99 
« ' 7 8 42 2 - 'The 
ay o * W - * WRT 3 
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The TOPER's WISH. 
* Midas, I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; 


O had I but a pow r like thine a 
Pd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, 

Each fith my fatal power mourn; 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in theip native regions hurn. 


Nor ſhould there any dare t' approach 

Unto my mantling ſparkling vine, 
But firſt ſhauld pay their rites to mc, 

And ftile me only God of Wine. 


ODD G e — 


The "TEMPEST. 


EASE, rude Dorcas, bluſt'ring railer, 
Liſt ye landmen all to me; 
Mels-mates, hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds rite, 
To the tempeſt-troubled occan, 
When the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark! the- boatſwain dagefoly bawling, DYE 
Buy top-fail iheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 
- Down your ſtay-fails, hand, boys, band. 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
Tha, lee top-ſail ſheets let goz . | 
Loot boys, looff, don't make wry faccs, 
Up your top-fails nimdly clew. 


A ; Now 
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Now all you on down-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd 'twixt beauty's arms, 

Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting,  _ 

Safe from all but love's alarm. 

Around us roars the tempeſt louder ; 
"Think what fears our minds enthrall: 

Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwain's call: 


The topſail dl point to the wind, boys, 
' See all clear to reef each courſe; _ 
Let the fore ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhou'd be worſe. 
Fore and aft the ſpritfail-yard get. 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 
Hands up, each preventure brace ſet, 
Man the fore-yard cheer, lads, cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder” s roaring! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue light'nings flaſh. . 
One wide water all around us, | 
All above but one black ſky! 
Ditf'rent deaths at once ſurround us: 
Fark! what means youu * — 


The ena gone, cries ev ry ton - out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck; 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung. LY] 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick, the laniards cut to pieces, 
ome, my hearts, be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold! 


While 


The ETER SINGER. 207% 


While o'er the ſhip the wild waves beating, 
We for wires and children mourn; 
Alas} from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return! 

Still the leak is gaining on us, | 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us 
Only HE _ fave us now. 


On the hee bean is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o er- board de thrown 
To the pumps come, ew ry hand, boys, 
Seel her mizen-maſt is gone. 
8 5 The leak we've found, it cannot pour, faſt, 
| We've wo her a foot or more; 


Then u foremaſt, 3 
She's gebn, fi mes Fright, boys wear off WEE 


: Now, once mor „ on joy: pete thinking, | 
Since ind u vd bur lives; © 


Come, be nn, boys, let's, be drinking 
To our ſwee —_ 1 


Fill t up. hip. wheel it; 
Cloſe to 7 brimmer join. 


Where's the tempeſt now ?—who feels it 1 > 
eG; r . in wine 


* SRU TES. 


OME ceaſe all your pother about this or that, 
All diſcord, and envy let, paſs; _ 
The Ke Tae r who 1175 of he cannot tell what, | 
— be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs, 5 
* Juſtly 2 reckon'd an Aſs, 
7 BY 8 2 | The 


„ 
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The beau who befrizzes and tortures his ww, * 
To heighten his delicate ſhape, 

8 ever grimace is the end of his care) 

Doferves to be reckon'd an Ape | 


The coined Churl who would fain be e N. 

And doth conſtantly cavil and growl, 

(Tho! this may be wiſdom in ſome people's eyes) 
Deſer ves to be reckon'd an Wy, 


The Clutton, who, greedy, for ever would auff 
On all the fine diſhes in vogue, 

Who never content, would have more than enough, 
— to be reckon'd a Hog. 


The * tho' clumſy, wou debe thought, 
Or wond'rous clever appear, 
As the fable can thew,—put him into a boat, 5 
And he'll prove nothing elſe but, a Bear. N 


The Merchant who ventures o'er Afric' to roam, 

In hazardous ſearch after luck, — 

Ne'er knows that his lady hath galiants at home, - 
Who dub the poor e a Buck. ; 


The innocent Fool, who believes he's fc cats,” 
In the middle of danger to | | 
no dreads no deceit from the Foxes i in pow'r, 
Veferves to be reckon d a Sheep. 5 


The Goſſip brim-full of an ill-natur'd ple, Y 5 
Runs over with aukward abuſe; _ *- 
W hilft this cackling humour doth ever 


She deſerves to de reckon d a Po” A as 


4 
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The i plund'r ring * Glching replete, 
Th' unwary draws into a gulf, | 

Who lives but to murder, to rob, and to cheat, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a Wolf. 


But he whom good ſenſe and good nature inlvire, | 
Io do all the good that he can; 
While juſtice and virtue are all his deſire, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a Man, a Man, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a Man. 


SE S ο S οο 2 


The L488 with a LUMP of LAND. 


PE me a-laſs with a lump of hand, 
And we for life ſhall | gang the giher, 
Though daft or wiſe Pil ne'er demand, 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 
I'm aff wi' wit, and beauty will fade, 
And bloom alane is na worth a ſhill: ng; 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 
| F or ika charm about her 1 Is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom Pil hug my treaſure; ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn douff, it will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
I hate with poortith, tho' benny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lamp of land, 
Theyſe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 


There's meikle good love in bands and bags, - 
And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion ; 


But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags, 


Hare tint the art of gaining affection: 
- 33 
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Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
And caſtles, and rigs, and muirs, and — 

And naithing can catch our modern ſparks, 
But well-tocher'd laſſes, or jointur'd widows. 


PPT 
CELIAs PRAYER. 


HAT fadneſs reigns over the plain, 
How droop the tweet flowers around | 
Tiow pentiive each nymph and each ſwain, 
How filent each muſical ſound | 
No more the ſoft Inte in the bow'rs 
zeguiles the cool ev'ning away 1 
Sad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon is wander'd away. 


b __ *T'was he was our village's pride, 
An {( This change from his abſence is ſecn) 
2 _*Twas he that our muſic ſupplv'd, 
43 When gaily we danc'd on the green: 
At thearing, at wake, and at fair, 

How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now every feaſt in the year 

Is * as Joyleſs can. 1 be. 


Far now to Americs 8 a 
He's gone, from thoſe innocent plains, 
Where nothing but. flanghter and blood, =» 

Can be the reward of his pains z 4 
Put thoſe who betray d bim to- go, 

I wiſh they may fall for the fame 
They've made him a ſoldier, you know, 
But vs they have robb'd of a ſwain. 


Oh! 


No 1 oblig 
Or take up ae terrible —4 15 
Let — who are cruel and _ 


The coun — TS * 
Where er the adventurer goes, 2 | 
On land, or the erous main, 
Kind heav' n protect him from Voes, 
And give him to Celia a | 
O give kim to Celia again 


My true-love in ſafety Nee, ä 
II ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 


From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


Kind Heaven, bring things to an end, 

And peace to Great-Britain reſtore; 
With America join hand im hand, 
And then I ſhall languiſh no more: 


Then huſbands will come to their wives, 


And n their fathers will gain 
Twill ſave many 
_ And I will enjoy my dear ſwain. 


The OLD ENGLISH ROAST BEEP. 


thoufands of lives, eo 


mighty roaſt-beef was the Lnglih 4 


food, 


| man 
= . our veins, and enriched our blood, 


Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were 


good: 
O the roaſt-beef of Old Fagland Y 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt-beef! 
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But ſince we havelearnt fromall-conquering France, 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 


We're fed up with nothing=-but vain complaiſance : 
9 O the roaſt- beef, _ 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, hou, and 8 


And kept open houſe with good cheer alt day long; 
| Which made their plump tenants rejofce in this ſong, 


O the roaft-beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor race, half-begotten and tame, 
Who fully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 


O the roaſt- beef, xc. 


When . queen Elizabeth ſat on | the throne, 
*Ere coffee or tea, or ſuch flip-flops were known, 
The world was in terror, if &er ſhe did frown : 


O the roaſt-beef, &c. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did prelume on the main, 
+ They ſeldom or never return d bac again ; — 
4 3 7A As witneſs, the vaunting armada of pain. 

* 0 the roaſt· beef, Kc. 


3 Ohl then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 
And, when wrongs were a- cooking, to do them- 
ſelves right; 


But now we re a pack n e 1 
O e roaſt-beef of Old EFagtandl! 
And Q the old Engliſh roali-becf! | 


HO- 
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"HOLIDAY GOWN. 


N my holid 7 gown, and w-fangled | bat, 
ok rar Mak api: a fair; 5 i 

I held up my head, al u tell you for what, 
Briſk Roger I gueſs'd would be there: 
He woos me to marry, whenever we meet, 
There's ſure dwells on his tongue 

He hugs me ſo cloſe, and he kiſſes fo ſweet, 
"mm l were not too dana : 


Fond Sue, — „uad hold oncha 1 I 
(The vixen fain be his bride) | £ 

Some token ſhe claim'd; either ribbon! or toy, 

. And fwore that ſhe'd _—_— ; 
top-knot he bought her, gatters green, | 

Pert Suſan Was ſtung; re Ano! 4 

I hate her ſo. much that 40 kill her with: ſpleen, / = 

Td * young... : _—_ 


He whiſper'd ſuck lolt pretty 2, ra 
He flatter'd, he pro d, and 1 

Such trinkets ˙ amd goers = 
That truſt me, Tan der: 

Some ballads he bought me, the beſt he could find, 
And ſweetly. Wer Veerhon ne bi 


Conn One 


* e rt, 
(Our c A mile) gs poppy 
gs : 


I roſe to be e 
And handed me ofe 


44 the 7 maile 24. 121 
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His arms he threw, pra me love laugh'd in | his 


eye, 
He led me the * among; TIO" 
There preſs d me ſg cloſe, I agreed, with a figh, i 
| To ved for I was not too young. 1 bud. 


HIFOCDDDOCGSDEDSO 


*& BACCHANALIAN SONG :-. By I. W. K. 
Tune Auld Sir Simon the King. 5 


1OME here's to the nymph that I lore! 
' Away, ye vain ſorrows, :away >. . 

= far from me, forrows, begone; 
All-kers hall be plinſant an gay. r 


Come —ͤ— | 55 | 
Nenn our ces be rudd y, 
And all our vain forrdwwace rea l. J 


Ti gong, and my fang cling, | 1 '”, 
7 By blookingodetrt ;> . : 


A Hog od Nod x 
Wy foul now to 


But ROY Love t hers, ©” neo | 

| With. A r. VAIN car [2 in array? 542.3 59 7 

Avaunit,— e, ve in er 3 - n 
1 e will 1 not away. TE 


Tu 
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— give me X bumper ; 
Young 18er here's to thy confuſion: 
Now tes | artin | 2 f 


- 


Come, Jetty Goa: Bacchus, here's to wer ; 
57 "Huzza, desu, boys, huzzat 
Sing Jo (o Bacchus! 

Hence all ye dull thinkers, : withdraw. 


Come, what ſhould we do but be jovial ; 3 
Come tune up your voices and fing; 

What ſoul & ſo dull to be hey, 
When 1 n 


come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, = 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on nien; 
Each of us a gallant y Perſeus, 

5 Sublime, wer aſcend to the 1 


19411 — 95 £3.33 


Come mount, or adieu; 3 8 
In ſeas of æth Tm drow; Wy 
The clouds far beneath. me are failing, 
1 ſee che ſpheres wn ürling around. 


What darkneſs, —_- rattling i is this? 
 Thro' Chaos dark regions I'm hart, 
And now, O nip head it is knock'd 

U yw ſore Wiifvanded hew world: 


Now, now theſe Said ſhades are tettring⸗ i 
_ See vonder bright blazes a ſtar; 
Where am I !—behold the Empyreum, 
With — light nn from far. 


1 
— 


The ©. 
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The INFALL ILE BEAUTY. 


FN the days of my youth; I was ſenkb crazy, 

I I tourted a laſs that was wi by ny, Foal . 
er teeth were as white—as 4 in November, 

Her eyes were as black—as the "hap in December. 


Sing Larry hi hol ſhe's a ſweet lovely creature, 
The devil himſelf would be frigdten'd to meet her. 


Her neck is as ſmooth as the ide of a griddle, 
And _ with her wriſt he: can play the Scotch 
d SLES <4 
The ſhape of her legs is ede l of corn, fir, 
* 
Sing Larry hi ho, __ 


Her eyes, I believe, are the eyes of a goat, fir 

And as tor her mouth, it might be a ſhip's boat, fir; 
No more than a tyger ſhe eats at her viqual, 

And drinks no more fluſh than a grampus would 


pickle. . Sing Larry hi ho, &c. 


7 NG en e en fir, 
Her middle's as ſmall as a gow in the waiſt, fir ; 
_ You'd glory to hear the jade fing in her pleafure, 
As ſweet as—an als al the change of the weather. 


Sing Larry hi ho, &c. 


| Mew n eyes to behold her, 
Not ſpeaking a word, my wholemied] have told her; 
My dear I love you—as a thief loves a halter, 


If * will: conſent your condition to alter. 4 
1 35 . 


* 8 | The | 
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The BIRD. 


bird, that danke ber nefilings cry, 
And Hies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient through the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood. 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
— abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impaticnce join . 
My faithful Boſom fires; 8 #2 

Wow forc'd to leave my fair behind, 

The queen of my deſires. 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All familes are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve 9 — 


The 2 with 1 zeal infoir' 4 
For heav'n and joys divine, 85 
The ſaint is not with rapture. fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine. 
I take what liberty I dare, 
_*Twere impious to. ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The Een 1 adore. FX 


* 
— 


No vn. T2 1. Th 
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| The W CONQUEST. 


„ron love; 1 feel it now, 
Aud Cchkz hab unsene he ; 
And yet TU fecer 1 ent tell how 


The pleaſing plague ſtole on met. 
Tis not her face chat e, 5 
For there no graces revell; 


Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates 
Have rather deen yncivils . Id 24D 


Vai Neat 6; 
"Tis not her EN for ſure is.that - 
There's nothing more than — 
Tis not her ſenſe; for that's but chat, | 
Like other woman. 
* Her voice, her touch, might give thy alarm, 
Tis both perhaps, or neither; ny 
In ſhort, tis that Aker: charm 
1 Cilla all together.” f 


=. 


LU * 5h... 


Y ſeany aa I have ira 
Sa / 
Pill we, amaift. were Ipoild, 


r any . f 5 , 


5 . 
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Her ſtocking were 
As tight as ony 
0 669.8 (FAS In 4 
Her kia ne n 
Her hair was black 78 ang cou eb, 
And e eee eee, — 
on Jeany, darth. dan il — 
But nme th 


The roſe and x1 :ombi 
To mae my je 
There is ae 1 like "mine, - 
chase ambiſt-pac cares. 
Only 1 fear mr Jeany's: ace 
ay cauſe mae men to rue, 


— 


. 4 «is 7311 


* Conceal | 

Hide that fect face of thine, | 

That 1 may only be the man, 
Enjoys. theſe looks divine: 

9 proſtitute, ray | deaf, «7 ' 

ers to common. vie 

And Pwith' faithful he r n Wear, 
For n N 2 UN 

50 King Solomon uad wives endw, 

„ conedhine;- 


E 
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HARVEST. HOME. 


OME Rog er 4 Leu, conte. Simkin and Bell, 
Each 12 0 t his Hass hither come ; 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt: 4. 4.Ag | 40390 1:2: 
Tis Ceres bids play, to keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, — home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. -- - 


Our labour is o'er, our barns, 1 falk f fore, 
Now ſwell with rick gifts of the land; "- 
Let each man then: take, for his 18 rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand. 


For Ceres, . S ; 4 ; 


* 
® 3 . 


No courtier can be fo happy. 28 4 Liab 

In innocence, paſtime, and mirt 

While thus ve carouſe with our ffcetheart or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice oer mne, the earth. 


When Ceres, Rc. | 1 * 798 295 41 
a Sa. os ** 19.424 CD g 1 YE 4 5 TY p, ©4547 


But we' * | * prou 
- . The fore-tack to eat-head. © 


IR nh avs 
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| The jocktfs Gra to here, to horſe ! 

ud wife rides the race; 

But ſwiſter fax we ſhape gu — | 
When ate Wine, thace, . 


When horns ank ſont: the foreſt 4 
His pack the buntſwat cheers; 
As loud: e hollow w eve fend 

A broadſide to Mounf 


ers. 
The What's-their n at uproar ſquall, 
With n Fan r ſoft; bs 
But better ſounds, our boatſwain's call, 
Al hands, all hands aloft |. 


With gold and filver 3 fine, 
The ladies rigging ſhew ; 

But Engliſh ſhips more Sander ſhine, 
When pre home we'tow. 


What's ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
Witch wr" ae, or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoift fail for 3 

T hus paſs the fatlors' lives. 

oy HIRE v we will 80. 
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auld age your . vitals .nip, . - 
And "y you twafold 525 a — 


3 Sweet 
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*,, 4%, "4 -.. 22 2 . 2 05 . 
eo * "9g , 


Sweet yout's A lithe and-beinfome time; 
Then, lads and aHrL:i ane ti oy = 


Gae pu the in frs 'prime,. 
Before it 1 — — 197 


Watch the {aft minutes Kae delight, - 
When Jenny ſpeaks bentath her kreark 

And 329 laying 7 the wy te 

On you, if le Kerr cer kal, 


Haith ye're in. bred, den dalng fo, 
Yell worry meß pe 1 
Syne frac your ami ſhe'll rin'away 

And hide kerfe? in ſome . 
Her laugh will lead you to the place 
Where lyes the happineſs * 2 
And plainly tell you to your face | 

Nineteen lay are half a grant.” 


Now to her heaving nnn 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs; | 
Frae her fair finger whoop a? ring, 
As taiken af a future bliſs. 
Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent grant; 
Then, ſurly carles, whilh't, forbear 
To he us ee * 


6 


8 r » 64d .% | | 
STE Lia = 9 — 4.7 of 


885 and, Fi avia, . 


| Do 1 55 etz urpri 
In gtella's Foal ies 25 her r 1 
And Havia's in her eces. 


More 


ee ore, 
And Stela mae canim d: 

All can, dime Rae nses fair, x * 
But few | «Pp * W 


m 10 nn 


. 
To rule oer barren * 


; 2 mum df vc. 4 | 
Then bal, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty only; ſtors: 
Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 
Each day gives cla more. v 


5111 . A 


FR L LOVE. 
From the Farce of EASTER Mopar, 
Written by A Young GENTLEMAN, of Newcaſtle) | 
Tune: 0 aeng =F thou er e. with x me. 


My 
Delight 20 
But own a flame 4 —— — 


5 * 1h 7 qu? ils 24 Td 57 -4Q5 > FE 


"x oc Kr . 2448} 2008 . 


M4 1 ein l 9 4 


But when ami ms, 
Where thunders roar and flaughters rove, 
Pill think * the  beauteous' charms 


Si 46 36s fit 8 1 x. 5 
"Ls ako in! 4 —— a= $ * ? - ll The 


; # ry ” 
* 4 1 . * * 
* 1 6 4 7 


— 
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The / — BE "PO the: fave. 
; — xp 
Sg NE 2 


Once I I 
Sweep, ſweep, — 


| ern 5 
a0 ec year. 


Nw is * my thbuble; 

= Bart world f go; 
'Tis acknowiedgd the world's 4 RG 
In high life, an well ww the 10. 
Sweep, oer mL, with all hi 
Sweep; bes m An ket trains 
Whilſt at their door — — * 


— 


6 = 
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There s fate in odd nambers,; as en . 
By fatal experience ry 1 
The youth ac I el 


And ſoon fot be 3 rk in FRE e 4 | 


How can I —— a "Lis 1 ain, 22 
Te evry kind look hell be bünd; 


Te virgins, bet wiſq nor, Hen to lam camplain, 
But take eee 3 


BI I THE n 
Y 


| M r 
e tends his eee, — 
And chrats me all che day. 0 

ok he is ſo blithe a lad, 20 

A blitheg can 3 

| Whender — 

* For deu e 

2 


„ 1 * „ N 4 't4 11 ; 


The youth be cee with 
d on. 8 


N ut bl... 11 
8 2 


Por ob | Ten te. 


- * 
— 5 
* 
. 


"4 wc Gee AT 


4 5 1 t H. 


8 . 2 bac 1 


12 fey Hos 1 


TELSINGER. 227 
e n A GE. 


T HT and ge e, 3 
SFr: he Bi 


a 


| | agg ar tag « Joo ra «your 
When lie ns- his: addreffes, - "Ty" 
.. „e ä 
— — hiscarcies, s, 
R. Felde his captive price. 


Now ths - of Rer. betary,. | © 
Sees* 


Half is? be e 
Pleaſure Tee the chan! 


: MY: * 3 345 3 * 42 5 8 2 


"ho yer ' 


Hopel ann 


Softeſt ſoother' a: t 
Balmy cordial” | wen -* 


Sureſt ws tho wretched ind: 


The CALLICO PRINTER. 
| OME come to 
C Volunteers i in vas cle 575 E 


Tet ſtill we ave free, while er we 


—— $a % 29m Shy ar ous fs > — < - 
a 7 * - ry 
, . * 1 - - s 


«Sha 
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Sit round tn $00 Join chorus and 
In praiſe of a Callico Printer. 


Tho cuſtom and law have — fo, 


And bound us alt faſt by-indenture; 


7 


In the cuſtoms and las o 4 Pointer. J 


Oer hazardous ſeas, let thoſe go that 1 


At once life and praperty venture ; 


But ne'er will xe ra A flouriſh at home, 


The trade of a Callico Printer, 


When cenſur d as rude — prude, 


In reaſon we ought to acquaint her, 
That life would ill vex the pride of her fox, 
Without Cer a Callico Printer. 


Bot the ſenſible 1 \with vs will declare, 


— le rt Gaul S__ 
nothing 
By the hands of a Callics 


f . 


r 
E at 
| Ab! curle an the Gi lies. $A... : 


May commerce then ERP on TA favourite iſle, 
1 let Fame the vajce of a ſtentor, 
e -—_ to" South, om her » aha 


Prata eee Pri: . 
The 
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The COUNTRY. PARSON. 


Am a Country Parſon, 
And love a quiet life; 
| 1 therefore take my tithe in kind, 
And ſhun all care and ſtrife. 


And a-tithing we will go. 
With haughty ſneers and learned ſcraps, | 
I keep the peſt in we; 7 


And —— my pariſh to my will, 
Without the plagues of law. 


For thoſe who to their paſtor's care 
I beir conſciences reſign, 

I TT quiet all their fooliſh fear, 

And preach up right divine. 


For right divine was. once rever'd 

By city and by court; TT 

E'en honeſt harlots own'd its claims, 
And paid their tithe of ſport. | 


Some girls to compoſition, | : 


To modus ſome inclin'd; _ 
Some, as a ſurer bond of peace, 


Would pay their tithe in kind. 1 
But courtiers, cits, and harlots now, g 2 3 
Have left us in the lurch; 2 * 


And country clowns are wiſer grown, 
And fain would bilk- the church. 


But thanks to good old Popiſh ts 
Which Engliſhmen «gpntrout ;, - - 

We'll make them pay; but never pray. 
To ſave 2 donor s ſoul. 


No vn. ov 


230 The POLITE SER 


We'll make them build their churches too, 

And all their poor maintain; 

For tho' the tithe for this was given, 
'Tis now the parſon's gain. 


Of farmers! toils, and cares, and coſts, 
Some make a mighty fuſs; ; 


If they may loſe,” we're ſure to 
ED bp 


Their boaſted law of liberty 
We make' a noſe of wax; 

We ſcourge the farmers round their fields, 

And mount our patrons” backs. 


_ Fen patriot-lords and 8 

Who ſwagger and ” 

Whene'er —5 ſow is in mi; my” "Sp 
Submit, and ſend their pig. 


Their lofty ſouls, for England's good, 
- Defy a monareh's frown; N 
Yet ax ie to laws that' wiſely ſet 

The church above the crown. 


God bleſs the King and Paritument, 
Whoſe wiſdom's ſo refin'd ; 

They drive all ſlavery from che land, 
And * „ Ya 


The DOUBTFUL. LOVER. 


Tune: Cramuchree. 


AT, muſt 1 wing ed diſtant flight, | 
Muſt I kortke my ſole: delighty=4.. | 
5 And never fee her more? 1, 


5 
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Ahl! rather let me here remain, 
To doubt and fear a flave, 
Than drag à hopeleſs, length'iuing chain 
Beyond th Atlantic wave! 


Unleſs to me the ſplendid ore, 
Or all that er can give; 

Unleſs the maid whom I adore. 

With me would deign to live : 

Unleſs with me ſhe'd . 
To tread the maze of life, — 

My kind companion !—deareſt friend! 
My miſtrefſs and my wife! 


If ſordid int reſt warp my mind, 

Or any thought but love! 
= May fickle Fortune ne'er be kind, 

| Nor Heav'n my ſuit approve! 

But if my heart, by truth poſſeſt, 

Her charms alone revere, 

May gentle Pity fill her breaſt, 
And 5 e. my boſom chear | 


WIT, WOMAN, and WINE. 
Jove firſt reſolv d to create the round 


earth, 


* 


4 the virtues divine ; 3 
10 Bacchus he ſat Preſidentem of mirth, 
And the toaſt was+wit, woman, and wine. 


The ſentiment tickP'd the car of each God, 
Apollo he wink'd, to the Nine: 

And Vendl HE e 
When ſhe drank to wit, woman, and wine. 


32 "ans 
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Old Jove ſhook his 1 and ms cup put around, 


While Juno for once look'd divine : 
Theſe bleflings, {ays he, on earth ſhall abound, 
And the toaſt is—wit, woman, and wine. 


Theſe are) joys worthy Gods, which to > mortals are 
gin, | 
Says Momus, — and all will repine; BIEN 
For what's worth our notice, pray tcll me, in heav'n, 
If men have wit, woman, and wine? 


This joke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to 3 j 
Such attractions no power can decline; | 
Old Jove, by yourſelf you'll Toon keep houſe in heav'n, 
For we'll follow wit, woman, _ vine. 


Thov'rt right, ſays the God, let us hence to the 
earth, % | 

Gods and men think: variety fine ; 3 | 

Who'd ſtay in the clouds, _ good-vature and 
mirth, „ 2 

Are below with wit, woman, and vine. 


To CLARINDA - 
Tune © 7 wiſh my ie went in «nile. .Þ 
LESS'D by tht inimortel Gods * be, | 


The yonth who fondly fits by thee, 
66 + hears and ſees thee all the while © 


« Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile.” 3 
| 80 ſpoke and fi d the 2 mad; a 
Like thine, ſeraphic were her e pp 
That in Circaffia's vineyards ſiray'd, _ 
And bleſs'd the * monarchs : —_ 
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A thouſand fair of high deſert, 
Strave to inchant the amorous king; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our ſang inſpires, 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays ; 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 
Words lcemrtoo few to ſound her praiſe. 


Her mind in every grace complete, 

To paint ſurpaſſes human ſkill; 

Her majeſty, mix'd with the feet, 
Let ſeraphs ſing her, if they will. 

Whilſt „ with a raviſh'd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 

Io whom an adoration's due. 


„5 


JOHN of BADENY ON. 
By the Author of Tullochgorum, 


EN firſt T came to be a man 
Of twenty years or ſo, 
1 thought myſelf a handſome youth, 
And fain the world would know : 
In beſt attire I ſtept abroad, 
With fpirits briſk .and gay, 
And here, and there, and every where, 
Was like a morn in May. 

No care I had, nor fear of want, 
But cocked n and down; * 
And for a Beau f might have pra 
In country or in town: | 
3 3 1 


* * — 
* 
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I ſtill was pleas'd' where er 1 went, 
And when I was alone, 
I tun'd my pipe, and pleas'd myſelf 
With John of Badenyon. 


Now in the days of youthful prime, 
A miſtreſs T muſt find; 
For love, they ſay, gives one an air, 
And ev'n improves the mind: 
On Phillis fair, above the reſt, 
Kind Fortune fix'd my eyes, 
Her piercing beauty ftruck my heart, 
And ſhe became my choice : | 
To Cupid then, with hearty pray” r, 
I offer'd many a vow, 
And danc'd and ſung, and ſigh'd and "moe, 
As other lovers do: 
But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, 
I found her cold as ſtone; 
I left the girl, and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyon. 


When Love had thus my heart beguil'd, 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, — 
To Friendſhip's port I ſteer'd my courſe, 
And laugh'd at lovers“ pain; 

A friend 1 got, by lucky chance, 
"Twas ſomething like divine; 

An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 
And ſuch gift was mine 

And now, whatever might betide, 
A happy man was L— _. 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom 
I freely might apply; 

A ſtrait. ſoon came, my friend I try a, 
He laugh'd and — my moan; 
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I hy d me home, and pleas'd myſelf 
With John of Badenyon. 


1 thought I ſhould be wiſer next, 
And: would a patriot turn; 
Began to doat on Johnny Wilkes, 
And cry up Parſon Horne; 
Their noble {ſpirit I admir'd, 
And -prais'd their manly zeal, 
Who had, with flaming tongue and pen, 
Maintain'd the public weal; 
But 'ere a month :be wo was paſty. 
I found myſelf betray'd; 
Twas Self and Party after all, 
For all the fiir they made. 
At laſt I ſaw. theſe faftious knaves 
Inſult the very throne ; 
I curs'd them all, and tun'd my * 
To John of Badenyon. 


What next to do, I mus'd a while, | 
Still hoping ito ſucceed, | 
I pitch'd on books for company | 
And gravely try'd to read: a6 8 
bought and 'd ꝗev'ry where, * 
„ ftudy'd night and day; 
Nor miſs'd what Dean or Doctor wrote, 
That happen'd in my way: 
Philoſophy, T.now eſteemde _ 
The ornament of youth, :- , 
And carefully, thiro' many a page, 
I hunted: afteritruth; + - 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd with none; 
I threw them by, and tun's my Pipe 
. To John of — 


* 
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And now, ye youngſters 2 where, 
Who want to make. a W, 

Take heed in time, nor vainhy hope 
For happineſs below; 

What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an empty name; | 
For girls, and friends, and books, and ſo, 
You'll find them all the ſame. 
Then be advis'd, and warning take, 

From ſuch a man as me, 


I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, 


You'll find difpleafure ev'ry where; 
- Then do as I have done, 


| Feen tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſelf | 
With John of en ©} 


NO! INDEED, NOT 11 
3 A Favourite New SONG, ſung by Mrs Wrighten, 
at raum 


N May-day buds on W green, 
And flow'rets deck'd the ground; 
When my laſt birth-day told eighteen 
And time came ſmiling round, x 
Young: Jockey met me here and there, 
Witch kiſs, and ſong, and ſmile; 


» At —_— „ 1 


By abb Frere; aig or won, 
To fad hid 1 Weid ery; 


Yet if he aſk'd the ſmalleſt boon, 
Tua“ No indeed; not HP. 


. OM Poor 
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key, urg'd to be ſo tear d, 
1 ol vd love to 
No more the feruggling lib b. kifs be feind, 
Nor ſought me in the grove: 

He toy d with Jenny of the Green, 

| He gave her Eiſſes three: 

By Bridget of the Brook *twas ſeen, 
Twas told it me. 
They fleer'd, and caſf d me fuſty maid, 

Who now alone might lie 

I, pettiſh, donne l aw: away, and faid * 
 * Pſhaw! No, indeed, net, 3 


At len weak he aſk'd of me to wed, 
I fa nrg, I per g —_ 
mil m gon 
And look8—T cart te 2 | 
I wiſh'd, and fear d- tan't tell what ; 
 Ibtofi'd. He d and figh'd; 
Then preſſing, ſaid, ** You'll furely not 
Refuſe to be my bride;” _ 
Lord bleſs me how could I refrain? 
Twere ſinful too to lie; : 5 W 7 He? : ef 
So hen he aſk d me that b r 
n . „ Fr. N 


nter — : 


s OO — Area” to OT E. "SR 


oF \ , D 


WET E. N, forbcar- 1 
Alas 1 1 17 4 bide 9 
What long my heart would have ace, 
Had modeſt fear en. . 


4 e 
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My — os nem — Parc 
with _ dern, 

And love to adoration turns. 

Thy ever-blooming cheeks diſcloſe F 

The lily blended with the n 

And Cupid wantons, while he ſips 


| The flowing fragrance on thy lips. 
Thoſe ringlets that ſo neatly deck 
Thy cemely face and graceful neck; 
With thoſe proportion'd limbs wi tÞ | 
To bem the Þ farr-one all divine. 


Who cao re thy oateHch charms ?. - 
© take d claſp we. in thoſe arms | 


Regale me ſpicy breaſt, _ 
And Tull or ronke a IN 5 1. 


The COURTSHIP.” 
Tune: Moderation and =p LIEN 


225 


lle modern dste, 
Concerning a & who had Ceed ene: 
ich, young, and beautiful, whoſe name it was Kate 


25,295 mighthy e with admirers of late. 

Admiration! Admiration ! 

_ © the woaderful-admiration! - -— 
The firſt wat a much reſembling L 

re id nd made . 
© came ys LE; andy = any rape, 

| *4 3 TITEL +1 | | F 

3 n — alta, 
| ve had quited his borte and punk ; 


* 


- 
* 
8 
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But his half. rotten careaſe ſo dev liſhly ſtunk, 


D all blaſted, and projects were 
ſunk. Intoxication, &c. 

The next was a Touth with a ſorrowful air, 

Who had fallen a victim to love and deſpair; 

He'd not the leaſt proſpedt of g gaining the fair, 

| . 8 

Deſperation, &c. 

A Bully came next, with a glove i in his hat, 

A ſtring of new oaths he had learnt quite pat ; 

He brag'd 6f his courage with impudent chat 

| But to ell'you the truth, he'd have ſtarted at that.* 

Elevation, &c. 


98 Thes tit end 3 Quaker; friend Elijah N 
Hid under the ſhade of a thirteen inch brim ; 

Whatever he did, 'twas the ſpirit mov'd bim, | 

But Pm ſure * * r mov'd not a limb. 


Inſpiration, Ces. 

A Rake, wha had 1 of her fortune * riz'd, 

In a conjurer's habit his perſon diſguis'd ; 

Her fortune to tell was the ſchemie be deln 15d; 

But his beard. was pull'd off, and his cunning "fur- 
* Cdnjuration, &c. 

An h dear Shoy was the next that came in, | 
Tho bare were his buttocks; yet rough was his chin, 
A blundering ſtory: — 

But Kate by euch eloquence he could noe vin. 
Botheration, Sc. 

At length 3 2 young Goll. directed by n * 
Are the damſel; and put in a:clam; 

His offers were ta en and he carry dahe dame, . 
So if 5 * are to blame. 


nſummation, Ke. 


* 


LOT =p 4 fu of the fue. _ 


_ 


* " 
,- 4 b 
” 
7 
. * * — 
us; "0". 
8 3 — 4 


= - 
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i: +. 1 le UNC 515 
mie Te medley of mortals. 
"HE ſages of old, and the learn'd of this da 


About Mie, and ſo forth, have ſaid nd, will ” 5 
Yet in ſpite of their maxims, as about, 


Some 145 themſelves in, and ſome hum themſelve: 
out. 


Sing tantara-rara, a hum, a hum, 
ng Sing tantara-rara, a hum. 
This nation has often been humbug'd and hip'd, 


We didn't fail ſteady, our helm was unſhipp'd ; 
But now to an end of our jars we are come, 


And the French find our fighting's no longer a hum. 


With paſfions and faſhions, and this thing and that, 
We would be, we ſhould be,—but who can tell what? 
This world's alarge hive,where to kbourwe'recome, 


But like bees, enjoy nothing, excepting our hum. 


With ladies when Jemmys and Jefſamys mix, 
They talk and they walk juſt like things of no ſex; 
Yet even theſe * ſom etimes huſbands become; 


No, no, they re not s, for there lies the hum. 
Some 2 all their youth will live ſingle through 
pite 3 


But maggots of marriage old batchelors bite ; 


Then they conningly chuſe their own ſervants— 
but mum 
Inſtead of a maid,—they may meet with a hum. 


We all in our turns meet with pleaſures and pains, 


Jo be hum'd and to hum, are our loſſes and gains; 


When bit we complain, but when biting we're mum, 


And—but our bottle is out, os that s the 


wy hum. 


. „ 
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The BRITISH OAK. 
EHOLD! my brave Britons, the fair-ſprivgin g 


gale, 
Fill a bumper, and toſs off your . 
Buſs and part with your frolick ſome laſſes, 
Then a-board and unfurl the wide- flowing fail. 


C nous. 


While Britiſh oak bencith us rolls, 
And Englith courage fires our ſouls ; 
To crown our toils, the Fates decree. 
The wealth and empire of _ ſea. 


* 


Our canvas and cares to the winds we dif play, 

Life and fortune we chearfully venture; 

And we laugh, and we quaff, and we banter ; 
Nor think of to-morrow while ſure of to-day. 


Chorus. While Britiſh Oak, &c. 


The ſtreamers of France at a diſtance appear! . 
We muſt mind other muſic than catches, 
Man our quarters, and handle our matches; 

Our cannon produce, and for battle prepare. 


Cores. While Britiſh oak, &c. 


Engender'd in n ſmoke and deliver'd i in flame, 
Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder ! 
Let the vault of the ſky burſt aſunder, 

So victory follows with riches and fame. 


Chorus, While Britiſh oak beneath us rolls, 


And Engliſh courage fires our ſoul: ; 
To crown our toils, the Fates decrec 
The wealth and empire of the {ea 


Ne VII. 1 The 
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The GENERAL TOAST. 
ERE's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, = 
And here's, to the widow of fifty; 


Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thritty : 


Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the laſs, 
I'll warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden, whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
And here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom as ſnow, 
And to her that is brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here s to the girl that's merry. 
Let the toaſt pals, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be neat, 
Young or zucient, I care not a feather; 
But fill the H. bogen up to the brim, 
And let us e' en toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


IOCDDODODIDODEIS DDD e ο 
SCORNFU NANSY. 


ANSY's to the green-wood gine, 
To hear the gowdſpink chatt' ring; 
5 * Willie he has follow'd ber, 
o gzin her love by flatt' ring: 
| Bet a” that he could ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began W woo, 24: 
She bid him mind wha” a Rim. 


1% » 
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What ails ve at my dad, quoth he, | 
My minny or my aunty ? : 
With azowdy-anowdy' they fed me; : — 
Lang-kail and ranty-tant : 24 
With bannocks of good barley-meal, 4 
Of thae there was right plenty; | 
With chapped ſtocks fu' butter'd well, 
And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
(His daflin to be vaunty) 
He keepit ay a, good kail-yard, 
A ha' houſe and a pantry: ' 
A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An ourlay bout his craggy; 
And ay until the day he dy'd, 
_ He rade on good ſhanks naggy 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy 7? | 

Wad ye compare yourſe!l to me, 
A docken. tull a tanſy ? . 

I have a wooer of my ain, 

They ca' him fouple- Sandy; 

And well I wat his bonny mou” 

. ſweet as fugar candy. 


Wow, Nanſy, what needs a > this din, 
Do I nor ken this Sandy: 5 
Tm ſure the chief of a' his kin ! 
Was Rob the deggar-randy : | 1 75 c 
His minny Meg, upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty pack 
To me, your winſome Willy? 


XK 2 
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My gutcher teav' a a good braid ſword, 
Tho' it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak” it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and truſty : 

And if I can but get it drawn, - 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall, lay baith my. lugs in pawn, 
That he thall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy tarn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſs to get a clout, — 
[ ken he diſna fear ye: . 
Sac had your tongue, and fay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never mall get Nanſy. 


| IOUOGDDGDS DODCLODS FFF 


- CHEATING DISPLAYED. 
Tune : There was a jovial Beggar. 


Y ſage philoſophers of old | 
We're told there was a ſtone, 
*'\'hat all things turn'd to gold but gold 
To Cheats turns every one. 


80 a-cheating we will go, we'll go, we'll go; 
50 a-cheating we will go. 


The Merchant thinks the ſquire f is trick” d, 
When on his goods he lays 
Too high a price, —but ah! he's nick d; 
. A ſquire but rarely pays. „ 
80 ar oheating Kc. SY 


ay 
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The Tradeſman too, by art moſt nice, 
Your furniture reſtores 

To taſte polite,—till in a trice 

You're taſted out of doors. 


The Lawyer, with a * demure, 
Hangs him who ſteals your pelf; 

Becauſe the good man can endure 
No robber but himſelf. | 


The Quack and Highwayman both kill, — 

What diff'rence can there be? 
Save this with piſtol,—that with pill,— 
F Your gold's the common plea. 


The Soldier, bold in bloody fi ohts; 
Maintains his country's cauſe ; 

But, ſoon as things are ſet to rights, | 

He tramples on its laws. 


The Governor, by liberal arts, 

Rude Indians doth reduce ; ; 

But ere he half reforms their hearts, 
He leaves them ne'er a ſouſe. 


The Courtier, for his country dear, 5 
His care doth ne'er relax; ; 

But 'ere he long the helm doth my; 
He robs it by a tax. K+ 


The Patriot, with a. flaming a... 
Will ſwear his country's loſt; . 

But, once let Fortune turn the wheel, 
He'll ſell it for a poſt. 


X 3 
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His Majeſty's fair characternn& 
To tòôuch, I would-be lothh; 
Not need I, for- bis: Minter 

Can chen enough * both. | 


The Huſband cheats his loving wie, 
* And to ai: miſtreſs goes; . 
While ſhe' again, to eaſe her life, 
Carouſes with the beaux. 


The — doth the . nick, 
(So low this art we find) - 

The Steward doth his + aro trick, 
And he a all mankind. 


One claſs there. is, to whaſc fair lot, 
No cheating art ſhould fall; 
They're Clergy call'd ;—but when they do't, 
by hey cheat us worſt of all. 


Thus all the world a-chcating goes, 
For pleaſure _« or for pelf; : 

But, ip the cnd, experience ſhows, 
Tz he Chester cheats himſcif. 

80 a cheating, &c. 


* 94 4 


ITY > of DIEBCRIGOCDICOIECIORODE 


TAMIE GAY: 
8 Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 


Along the river Tweed, 

A bonn laſs as ever wass 
Came tripping oer the mead : # * 

The hearty» fwain, untauglit to. feign,” 
The lovely. nymph furvey'd ; 

And full of glee as lad could be, 

Peſpokc the pretty maid. Dear 


Tie POLITE! SINGER. 247 


Dear laffy tell; why vy thyſell 4 
Thou lonely wanckreſt here? 

My ewes, ſhe cry d, are ſtraying wide, 
Canſ” tell me, hddy; where! 

To town I'ſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee 3 X 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, fo trim, fo, neat, 
I'ſe ſeek thy ewes with. thee. 


She gae'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, 

But liF'd the youth's =; 

O'er hill and dale, ober plain and vale, | 
Right merrily they went: 

The birds ſang fweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around ; 

And as they walk d, of love they talk d, 
And j ** which lovers crown d. | 


And now the fan had roſe to noon, 


The zenith of his power, 
When to the ſhade their ſteps they mide, 
To paſs the mid-day hour. 
The bonny lad rowd in his plaid 
The lafs, who ſcorn'd to frown; 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he is "oy * to town. 


DANH and e, 9. 


8. Geld ma. hy, : Wh 


Her: eye: lids clos d with fleep; 
The. ihepherd Damon chazie'd chat way 
To ö | Wo 


With 


_ 
b 
= 
| 
| 


248 The POLITE SINGER: 


| With awful ſtep h Area 5 T 


To view her charming face | 
Where ev'ry feature wore an ar, 


And eviry part 2 grace 2 

His heart -inflam'd with, am' rous * | 
He wiſh'd the nymph 1 would 

Tho' "ne'er before was any Fagn 
So unprepar d to pe. 


While flumb' ring thus poor Celia lay, 
| Soft wiſhes ird her mind; _ 
She cry'd, © Come, Thyrſis, come wir. 

| hae now I will be kind.“ | 


Damon embrac'd the lucky kit, 
And flew into her arms; "2 

He took her in the yielding fit, - 
And 2 all her — 


FILL YOUR GLASSES 
ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 


Laugh, and wordly cares e! 

—— neler can bring relief, | 
Joy from drinking will ariſe: "Þ 2 

Why ſhould we, with care, 

what Nature made 10. ür? 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 

Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the vinged, wealth, - 
Some, to honour do aſpire ; | 
Give me freedom, give une WN 
bots There's the for of way clefies 1 
What the world tan more . 7-546 
Will not add to *my'caatent: Dr 
Drink and ſet Jour mind at reſt, 
Peace of mind is OW beſt. 
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Bufy brains, we know, alas! . 
With imaginations. run, 


Like the ſand in th Bouf-glaſs, 


Turn'd and turn d, and ſtill runs on; * 
Never knowing where to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way. 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt: | | 


Mirth when mingled with our vine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 
| Still the fame thing tis to mie: 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait: 
Drink and fet your hearts at reft, 
of a bad bargain = make the beſt. 


The MIDNIGHT HARK-AWAY. | 


HE card invites, in crowds we fly 55 
To join the jovial rout, full cry: 
"What joy from cares and plagues all day, 
To hie to the midnight hark-away | 


Nor want, „ nor AM ag carey * 
Nor droniſt e enter there: 
The briſk, the bald, the — * BY, 
All hie to the midnight hark-away | + 


Uncounted ſtrikes the morning-elock, 
And drowſy. watchmen idly knock; 
Till day-light peeps, we . t and play, F 
And roar to the jolly hark-away! 8 
When tir'd with fport, to bed we creep 
And kill the tedious-dayrwith ſſeen; 
To- morrow's welcome call: dex, 
And again to the midnight hark- ai. 
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WAS NOT:THAT" PROVOKING ? 


Written and. ſung by Mrs Wrighten, at Vauxhall- 


erice twelvegmoons hadiHarry ſu'd, 
With dovntaſt Tooks and ching; J 
Yet never caught me in the mood 
For, ſoftneſs or comp lying: 
Till told by Phillis of the grave; : 
(And ſhe, I hop'd, was joking) ., 
Her ſiſter Suſan heard his love, 
Now was not that provoking ? 


Vi 
Next ev'ning, ere the ſun was down, 

To Suſan's cot I hy'd me; 
A little. after came the clown, | 
_ . fimper'd,, hen he ſpy'd me. 153 

Conrinc'd what Phillis ſaid was true, 
With paſſion almoſt choaking, - 

I bit my lips, —be ſmil'd on. Sue; 

ow was not chat provoking? | 


When = while. in the ear pride, Ly | 


| * 


k as well as he, EIN | 
(Wie SuT his ng ie} 27 55 Wes. 
Bat ſomehow twas, 1 believe f a5. 1 x: 


Now as not that provo 


Since when Poe found out to my 5a. 
At home Pd beſt have tar 6A] 2 

Poor s lore Te furely loſt, © = 
For he and Sue are e hi 


; 
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BONNY WILLY. 


ARA bloom of Nr broom, 
Delights our lads and laſſes;, : 
Oer yellow broom in beauty's bloom, * | 
My Will all lads ſurpaſſes: 


Wy Willy, then, I'll Fer the beach, 3p 
Pit o'er the braes wi Willy; 
From morn to eve I'll ſing the praiſe 


Of buxom, bonny Willy. 


. 
2 


| Reclin'd Tay at noon-tide day, 
We'll pu _ daily retty; : 
The live-lang day we'll kiſs and play, 5 
Or ſing ſome N ... 
Wi Willy, theo, be. 1 


Now blithe wee gay. at ſetting, day, * 
My mither dinna. binder; n 
P11 ſing and play wi? Willy gays 5 
For we twa ne er Mall Sndger23' ?: 
: - Wi Willy,” then, Ke. 


— — 1 
RALPH of che MILE” 


8 Hebe was n her Beep tother as, 
Where the wardlers -whiftle and ſing, 
A rural young ſwain came tripping that are. 
As briſk and as blithe as a king. 
The youth was a ſtranger to troyble and care, f 
Contentment e' er guided his will ; 5 
Let ever regarded the ſmiles of che fair. 
. hough * Wel BR. in a mill, 
. TIF au 
yo $2 4 low: 
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Love ſtole in his-breaſd at the fight of the maid, 
For he could not her charms but adore ; - 
And if thaw art cruel, dear Hebe,“ he faid, 

« 1 ſurely ſhall love you the more.” 2 
Such tenderneſs melted her into ſurpfize, 
(For Hebe was never unkind) + 
And all in a ſudden love glow'd in her 

Which ſpoke the dictates of. her mind. 


They far theniſclves 1 at the N a nil, 
"Abd chatted together ſo free 


Till Ralph, the young ſwain, made fagns to the mill, 


Whilſt claſping the rb on his knee: 
And thus in a trauſport the miller reply d, 
« Thy charms, deareſt girl, are divine?“ 


Then Pn ** ſweet lips, and with rapture he 


cc Oo Hebe! conſent to be mine!“ 


She liſen'd attentive to all bis 1 
And freely comply'd to his will; 
And now,'to-her ſolace, ſhe's marry'd and bleſt, 

_ With honeſt young Ralph of the Mill, 

e follows their footſteps wherever they go, 

In bliſs alt their hours are ſpent ; ' 
But, leaders of faſhion, I'd have you to know, 

Their — flows from content.“ 


| The 
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Tue, Once on 4 tine, war Jong ags. | 


00D people all, both great and ſmall, 

and aye, and alſo; 

Pray My; and you Hall hear, 

And then 1 ned not ben? fo. boy 

There was a time, when times were good 4 
The ancient Bard in rhyme ſings; 

So uſe time well, tis time we ſhould, — 


We ſhould ſo, did ve time things. 


| But out of time, and out of tune, 
We hclter-ſkeker go forth ; 
Sometimes too late, fomctimes too ſoon, 
- Good lack. a-day, and fo forth. | 
Me give great folks the pages crimes, 
They can afford to father em, 
But fo impartial are the times, 

We re guilty—ontuitone en. 


red boldly bucks embrace, 
But ſportſmen of diſcernnent, 
Abroad ill chuſe a Nabob's chace, 
Or hunt at home preferment. 
'To bunt the ſtateſman, who's in play, 
When patriots caſt-about, Sir, 
A penſion ſtops the hark- away, 
And fo the field's flung 81. Sir. 


In ſuch place-tempting times 23 theſe, 
Upright be our intentions; 
III fare the loon who firſt took fees, 
And him who firſt paid pentions, 


Ne. VIII. Wo 


Yet 


Yet fine<cures rell hat Abuſe,” 
Nor their illuſtrious givers, © 
We quarrel now, cauſe we can't chuſe 
Who Hould, be the receivers. „ 5 


1 3 


Dear Engliſhmen and Gp. Els 
Don't give yourſelves uneas neſss, © 
Nor mind the flouts, the ſhouts, the ak = 
But only mind your buſineſs, _ . 
Would one mind one, the king gdom thro!, 
And work within his Latin 3 Ce 7 
At home he'll find enough to _ 


And not undo the pation. eee, ao 


So to conclude, a make 3 an end, 
Of this nĩce- dictionꝰd ditty z 

Indeed *tis time the times geld mend, 
In country, court, and city. 

For our good queen our og wel ang, 
May ſhe he' er wake nor fl 2 

And next, my lads, —-God ble the king, 
And all his nn people. 1 | 


... A 


718 FOLLY : TO BE WISE. 


E belles and beaus, attend my ſong, 
Ill tell you ſomething new; 
Perhaps you'll Haile, and think me wrong, 
Though ſtrange, you'll find it true: 8 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, | 
'Twas wiſdom bore the prize ; 
But modern times have 9 the . 
Tis * to be wiſe. 


- 
x 


- 
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| Let no grave: Cynic take offence, + =» 
And think me too unkind; , 
All boaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, 
Our paſſions make us blind; 
Obſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; 
Yet o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 
PT is ny. to. be —_ 


No mare thoſe muſty rulcs FEY 
Once taught in heathen. ſchools; 
Believe me, (for 1 tell you true) 
The. ancients were but fools. 
As through life's ſtream we glide along, 
We diffrent paſſions prize; . 
But be the burthen of wy ſong, 
Tis folly ta de wiſe, 


. 
The BR AES of YARROMW. 
: ho roger _ Mr LOGAN. 


H Y braes were ens. Yarrow ſtream! 
When firſt I met my lover; 
Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow ſtream! 
When now thy waves his body cover! 
For ever now, O Yarrow ftream ! N 
Thou art to me à ſtream of farrow; .. 
For E. on thy banks ſhall I 
Beh old my ove, the flower of Yarrow. 


He promis'd_ me a milk-white ſteed, 
To bear me. to Bis father's bowers; 
| 1 promis d me 2 little page, Fenn 
- To ſquire me to his father's towers; 
"M8 ö He 
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He promis'd me a wedding-ring,— 

The wedding-day was fix'd to-morrow z 
Now he is wedded to his grave, 
Alas, his wat'ry grave in arrow! | 


Sweet were his words when = we aer; 5 


My pattion I as freely told him! 
Claſp'd in his arms, 1 latte thought 
That I ſhould never more behold him ! 
| Scarce was he gone, —I ſaw his ghoſt, 

It vaniſh'd with a ſhriek of forrow; 
Thrice did the watery wrath aſcend, 

And gave a doleful groan thro Yarrow. 


His mather from the window look'd, 
Wich all the longing of a mother; 

His litile fiſter weeplug walk d 

The greenwood path to meet her brother: 


They ſought him eaſt, they ſought him weſt, 


They ſought him alt the ZBreſ thorough 3 
They only, ſaw the cloud of night, 
They only heard r * 


No longer from thy e look, 

"Thou haſt no fon, thou tender-morher ! 

No longer walk, thou lovely maid F 
Alas, thou haſt no more a brother! 

No longer ſeek him eaſt or weſt, 
And ſearch no more the foreſt 

For, wand'ring in the night ſo dark, 
He fell 4 lifeleſs corſe in Yarrow? 


The tear wal never leave my check; & 
* 


No other youth ſhall be my marrow ; 


5 6 


I'Il ſeek thy body in the ſtream, 4 
And then with thee I'll ſleep in Yarrow.” 
The tear did never leave her cheek, . 
No other youth became her marrow ;. 
She found his body in the ſtream, 
And now with him ſhe ſleeps in Yarrow. 


> 


| = IN . 5 
Taken from — and . ſung by Mrs Kennedy. 


rar 8 
ON gently-opening roſe ſurvey, 
* That. ſcant peeps forth with infant ſweets, 
So coy it meets the eye of day, 
It almoſt from the world retreats : 
Anon,—behold, more bold. and 3 
Its beauties wide it doth diſplay ;— 
But 'ere the day well cloſed 'be, 
It fades, it drops, it dies away. 


3 


SECOND AIR. 


Then, lovers, ſeize the preſent hour, 

Take inſtructions from the flow'r; ''* 

Sather the roſe of love time, wr” 
Gather the roſe while yet in prime. 


Beauty's reign is but a day, 

Be lov'd, amd love, while yet ye may 
Gather the roſe while yet in prime, 
Gather the roſe of love | in time. 


1 e 
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HOW STANDS THE» GLASS? 


[OW — glaſs: N boys! | 
or ſhame! you take no care, 
How ſtands the glaſs: around? 1 
Let wine and mirthe bd 1 N 
The trumpets ſound, ä 
The colours they are gying bers, 
To fight, Kitt, or: wound z 
And may we be found, 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, 
On this cold ground. 8 


Why, Soldiers. —-Whyrxy 
Should we be melancholy, r * 
W bp, Soldiers, why 2 
W hoſe buſineſs tis to de; 
Hang ſighing, ie! 
Drink on, drown . ban, bars, 3 
Tis he, you, or 1, 
We're always bound to follow, bore, 
Aud ſcorn to fr. 


Oh! ck in vain; 
I mean not to upbraid you, voxel 
Ohl *tis im vain, be. © > 
For ſoldiers to complain "RJ 
Should the next campaign 
Send us to HIM who made us, boys, 
We're freed from Pain; < 
But ſhould we remain, * 
A bottle and Find landlady 
Cures all * | 


FCG +. a 


The! POLITE, — 
SUSPICION: — An Ove. 


OW: long ris ments Sufpicicnts pow'r 
Each gen'rous thought deſtroy; 
And to the warm and ſocial hour | 
Impart its. baſe alloy? SITY 
In prudence” ſpecious garb 1 
By folly led, - by int'reſt fway'd,/ 

The fury onward glides; 
Whil bluſhing hides her oy find, a 
And friendſhip ſhuns the dire embrace, 

Where ſecret hate reſides. 


2-59. 


When ſoft benevolence inſpires, 
And gratitude impels; - 
When every gentle paſſion fires ' + 
The breaſt where honour | dwells ; 
And to no laviſh rules confin'd;. 
We would on ſome congenial mind 
The tender flame impreſs: 
Shall then diſtruſt, with envious arm, | 
| Arreſt the fond, tranſporting charm 
Reſulting from ſucceſs ? 


Let folly's children own her reign, 
Let vice each art purſue, 

Which gives to life's unhappy ſcene 
A more unpleaſing hue : 

Impure ideas ever glare, 

(Like Phœbus thro' the duſky air) 
With falſe and troubled gleams ; 

For fancied terrors haunt the breaſt 

Where conſcience rears her ſnaky creſt, 

Impaticat to condemn. | 


But 
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But ſhall we thro” the thenner'ul* way 
Of life unfeeling rove; 
Nor ſnatch from ene one bliſsful dy. T.Y 
To give to ſocial love? 8 
Debaſing thought! the ſoul that bows. 
At. virtue's ſhrine, —and mnobly.;glows, 
Diſdains : the lordid fear 
That mutual, confidence deſtroys, [of 
And blaſts the little ſum-of j Joys . 
2 Hheav' 2 does here. -. 


INTRODUCTORY 0. the CELESTIAL BED. 
Sund by Mr - DOYLE, 
At SaDLER's WL s, in the Character of the 
: "DvoerorsPorRTER. J. 
E ſtrangers and natives, to dur exhibition, 
Air, magnets, "and harmony, quickly repair ; 
Five ſhillings alone is the price of adiniffion 
I 0o our alibi ſo brilliant and rare. 
Come, come to the Temple, | 
| And try but the ſample, -: 
The Doctor Kere has has * ene to * "Bp 
om 


8 . ele&ricity | 2 
Tickles ye all from the top to the & tor. * 


The art of enjoying health, ſpirit, ad vigour, 5 


A precious oration will fully — 1 3 
' You'll ſoon become wiſer, and taller, and bigger, 
If you'll but believe all the Doctor can ſay: 
Each laſs ſhall find honour, 
And bliſs pour'd upon her, 
And all by a means which his wiſdom can ſhew. 
Come ſee, &c. A 
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A Bed that's celefiial te bodies terreſtrial, 
Will warmly inculcate its wonderful uſe! 
44 that ſer at defiance 
he pigmies that ature alone can produce : 

Your feelings are fuch, 
— low. 
T ure 7e 80 
Come dee, ec 


Health, honour, and l all are the produce 
Of Beds ſo celeſtial, —it 9 appears; 
They firengthen your minds + Jall 2s. well as your: 


bodies, 
And make Nm 
Then come tothe Temple, 

try but the ſample, 
The Doctor himſelf has the honour to mer. 
| LN Come fee, i. N 
| Where 

Tickes you all from the tap tothe toe. 


IMITATION. 
Dulcius quam fit Hu offe m Virgo quod neſeit. 


Love, and genial Nature fires, 
-.. 


hilſt trembling hope and fierce de 
Invade ber fende becaſt by turns 


B Fancy's bright delaſfive ray, 

"She views the realm of joys unknown; 

The wanton dream, — the ſigh by day, 
And melting ſmiles the aa own. 


Should 
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Should then- the favour d cybuth üſſail, 
What maxim taught by aged _— 
What rigid precept” would -availeac ils, - FY 
Or — — hore 55 
a” 23; 230 £ 
Diffolv'd in pleaſare's pureſt trance 
With limbs:helies ſupin e; 
The murmur ſoft, the dying glance, 
3 er the yielding. ary — : 
201 £5 wa. 8 , r 
White, thro” each —4 new rapture glides | 
And ſwung befbre her 2 
The nymph, from ſweet conviction, chides 


The "virgins da, vnfocial night. 60a 4 
Why blame the maid, whoſe eager hand 
Has ſetz d ſtoreg of love? 
Why ſhould her tender oub withſtand 
What ho | Rill-approve ? 
03 501 34 Gd © 8 EF 272 Mr ES 
2 * „then, —all 3 ynic train, 
5 om age has APs. or or vigour fled | 
Or own your labaur'd. gre vain, 
| To curb the heart—by re led. 
"oe 1002 e504 Aker Joe Une  . 


IC ; 4 PPRISDISSOOHPIPHE *. "> 
The” 1 


n 
3 


ori. 


| Fg... __ man OE 
HT: A few . 85 1 e 
ontent to brea alr 5 _ 
on; his of TOY 


1 


Whoſe herds with-miſt} whoſe Felde with bread, © | a 
Whole flocks*fupply'him with at tire: 
Whoſe W him ſh ade, 

TY _— winger Gre... 


2 rns : 
Bleſt, who can — ind - 8 03 yu ul 4 
Hours, days, and yeats fide ſoft nr 


In health of 8 peace of md, b 20% 
rn 
2. $8: 65 

Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and caſe * 


Together, mix get re ion 8 "TO 8 
And innocence, whi 1 0 Cog je * 3 5 
7. 3B + PF? ER. 2 % 17 1 1 
Thus let me tive! . e . 
Thus unlamented let —_— 7 7 
Steal from the worth, not a ſtone 


ll wires! T 3 jr 


W A Rs ALA RMS. 
HEN war's atarchs entic d ttry Willy from e. 


2 


por heart with grief did figh : 
Each fond remęmhrance brooght freſh ſorrow on me, 
I woke ere yet the worn $36 . 5 
No other could delight hirn . 
Ahl why did Leber fight him „ 
Coldly anſwering his fond tale; | 
Which drove him far, . — 75 tk MO 


 Amidit the rage of i 5 
And left filly by WO 14 d div: 5 
_ > <> 


Oos ef battle, | 
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The & f NE KA L, "AD *. 


*horſe; ye j ſmen, 

And get $4 born 5 
Inecſlant, o! thee” Maury field, . 
Each creature hungs: hig prey, - 


a © +Anca-huning, 12 


Dame Nature teaches KT nard era 
I' 0'ers n 
And we purſue the chiding dogs, 5 
While they run down the fox. 1 * 
Mankind hunt one another, © * 
- Your great men hunt the tal 
Some hunt for heav'n, and ſome 5 e 
Old Satan \bunts us al. ; 


Some, fain would, hunt fs dee, — 
A game that's hard to ind; Þ 


: The needy hunt for charity, 
And may go hunt the wind. 
Our patriots loudly bellow 
The nation's deſp rate caſe; 


While all their ftir and buſtle” 5 "OT, 
In hunting, out a. place. ; 


Full cry the tories. ung; gere, 
Who in thein turn, 


And running one "an 1855 dap, | 3's 
Run down their 20 5-8 FOIA 


Tha lawyer. hikes gut. uib les, FS 
r Yitle- to e Pl A. PRs 
Hel wigs the right till it be wrong, 

Then hunt i it back a again. | 


1 vill. 1 We 
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The toper daily. hunts. his pot, 

wa RES ſenſe to drown : * 

W hil 8 
And loſe fight of their.own. . F 


The laſſes hunt their lovers, 
Each lover hunts his laſs; 
The fop in chace of his dear face, 
Hunts out his looking-glaſs. 


O'er hill and dale, with hound and horng 
Let's hunt, hoys, while tis light; 
Then joyous we'll o'er flowing bowls, 
Revive We ace „ 
* And a-bunting, Kc. 


DS οο D 
The SONG of SIMILIES. 


paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong, 
I fit all ſober ſad; 
Druuk as a piper all day long, 

Or as a March hare mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, y et can't forget her; . 
For tho” as 11 as David's ſow, | 

I love her ſtill the better. „ 


Like a ſtuck I ing Rare 

| Ful e 8 7 
an as a rake and carr, 
ect „ muſe bebo, 


» 2%; bf 


25 a partridge [ws known, 

FA ot © ny 

My checks as fat as butter grown, 
* 


1 


Harg is Ker heart, as flint or ſtone, | 
She laughs — ſee me pale; ad 
And merry as à prig is grown, hs 
Or bziſk as bottled ale. a 


Ah me! as -thick 22 boys. or, bail, E 
The five men crowd, about, * 

But ſoon as as 4 doom nail. 
Shall 1 be, 3 her. 


Straight as my leg har rape appears 

O were we join'd together, 

My heart would ſoon be be free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 


As ſmooth a8 ANY 28 white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites; 1 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 
Her wit like pepper bites. , 


2 


Briſk as 2 body louſe the trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt ; 


Sweet as 4 'roſt her face and lips, 
| Round as a globe her breaſt. 


If 1 and Mony could” pag 
| Let who will, t Mew ns 
Great as an Emper ar * | : 
fog e toy ew ER... 


Till you grow Fakes Fi as a chick, | 
mi duft as any poſt; fits: cab”. 

Let us like burrs together ſticks | 

n N e 


2 2 5 | | Jol 
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| You'll. 1 me truer than Maſe", 
And with me better | 
Flat as a flounder. when I „ «A 


And as à herring dead. 


Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 
And ſigh perhaps and wiſh, 
When I'm as rotten as a . 
And mute as any fiſh,” ; 


. 


7 OM and SAL, 


8 Tom and Sall, in am rous chat, 
Within a ſhady arbour fat, 
Where jeſſamine was wove in, 
Where jeſſamine was wdve in: "A 
They kiſs'd and toy'd, and-this and * 
3 wal D. 390 6 2% 44 
„ 3-2 
Says he, thou facetner of my 85 | 
To lay aſide all yrther' ſtrife; hs 
I like thee more than Betty :. ., 
And then he beg'd ſhe'd be his wife : Sy; >. 
*T was vaſtiy Pry. & Di: 


But Sarah, fir'd at Betty's name,, 
Told Thomas: how. it Was a ſhame 
To quit his former jewel; 
She quite abaſh'd his um roug name: 
Tas vaſtly cruel. 


Ungrateful Sally | Themas ery'd,: row 1) 
And will you never be my bride, 6 

For all my faithful loving? +. 
And then — wiſh'd ert born ned awd: 

_ *Twoas vaſtly . 


P 


/ 


But 
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But ſhe, re * of his ſinart, 
Exclaim'd with true, coquettiſh art, 
I'm not for you, at all, you fool ! 
Theſe words had well nigh broke his heart ; 
"Twas vaſtly doleful. 
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With that a ſharp-edg'd knife he drew, 
_ His burſting heart to ſever through, 
And ſwore he was not joking ; 
Then bid the cruel fair adicu : 


' Twas vaſtly ſhocking. 


fear now ſhone in Sally's eye; 
Says ſhe, as you're reſolv'd to die, 
One kiſs—and then dear honey: 
Then ſtole the knife ſo very fly; 
ITwas vaſtly funny. 


Why wilt thou, Thames: die for me? 

Thou know'ft I would not die for tliec; 
Murder beſides is ſinning: 

This ſaid, ſhe claſp'd him eagerly: 

Twas vaſtly winning. 


What do I ſee? exclaim'd the ſwain, 
Am I then quit of all my pain, 
For love the moſt endearing ? 
'Tis ſo! he then leap'd up amain: 
"Twas vaſtly chearing. | 


1 
To marry me, wilt thou 1 2 
Why, a—y, the cry'd, I am content; 
Time flies, then let us ſeize on * : : 
Tom for a pair of licence went: 
Twas vaſtly pleaſant. 


2 3 AD. 
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ADVICE to YOUNG MEN. 


ROM ſweet bewitching tricks of love, 
Young men your hearts ſecure, 
Leſt from the paths of ſenſe you rove 
In dotage premature. 
Look at each laſs thro' wiſdom's glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked eye. 
Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The blind eat many a fly. 


There's ne'er a ſpinſter in the realm 
But knows mankind to cheat, 
Down to the cottage from the helm, 
The learn'd, the brave, and great: 
With lovely looks, and golden hooks, 
J entangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


Not only on their hands and necks 
The borrow'd white you'll find, 

Some belles, when intereſt directs, 
Gan even paint the mind! 

Joy in diſtreſs they can expreis, 
Their very tears can lie. 

Cones 3 &e. 


Could we with ink the Ocean au, 
Was earth of parchment made, 
Was every ſingle ſtick a quill, 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, | 
To write the tricks of half the ſex, 
Would fuck that ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


 MESS- 
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MESSMATE TOM ind BROTHER JACK. | 
Tune: Why how now, mailam Flirt. oa 
Tom OW: poes it, brother Jack ? 
You're grown * much a beau now, 
_ I ſeen but NE | 
n me if I had known you, 
4 | Brother Jack. 


Zack, What chear, = meſſmate Tom? 
You look as if you'd cry now, 
But I have news f rom home, 
Wl make you Ju up maſt high now, 


e Tom. 


Since our brave tow' ring 1 5 
Has ſhewn the French his talons, 
"Twill ſoon be peace, they talk, 
If ſo we'll drink off gallons, 
| To brave Hawke. 


Tom. Huzza! my 8 cock! 
ä For this news d——-n all ſorrow; 3 
I'll pawn my ſhirt and frock, 

But Pll * drunk to-morrow. 
Wo „ enck * 


Jack, When all the ſhips are paid, re 
| We'll lead a merry life, boy; ; 
Blood! then how we'll parade, 
With ev'ry one his wife, boy, 
When we're paid ! 


Tom, 
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om. *Y ſome will have their pairs, 


Jack. 


Tom. 


Zack. 


| Tom. 


Tack. 


hey'll be ſo open-hearted ; 
And brimſtones will have chairs, 
That rather ſhould be carted, 
ANI Pn. x W- 
The bawds, their 8 mammas; 
From Plymouth up to Wapping, 


Will deck their clumſy paws, 


With rings and pry trapping, 
Rot their mas. 


nut then the higheſt = 


Will be when all is ſpent, Sir, 
To ſee ſome ragged run, 
And ſome keep always Lent, Sir, 
Por paſt fun. 


Our proud lieutenants then, 


Thoſe empty flathing ſporters, 
May pimps turn to great men, 
2 to their porters. 
Not proud then. | 


Car midſhipmen, now n 
It makes me laugh to think, boys, 


Will cry about old cloaths, 


And n turn link boys, 
To thoſe beaux. 


A ee eee 


. - Youllfee in Fails and cages, - 
Lieutenants of marines, 


And doctors mates on ſtages; 
——'d odd ſcenes! 


Tom. Tha ſtewerd, dirty ſave . 
Tie ee chent ws daily, 1 
Will ſtill gemain a knave; - -f] 
And follow ſome bum-bailey 3 
$4} © Dirty ſlave! 


Zack. Then while we range about, 
Juſt come perhaps from Guinea, _ 
The whores} with fcarce vclout; * Fas 
We'll ſee/ſhipt” for Virginia, 
e e. All turd'd out. 


(477. 4 2920 a+ 


Both. That day then jolly bock, 
We'll; ſet the taps a- flowing; 
And drink ** reſt and great luck,” 

To Fut, Hawke, and Boſcawen, 


3 SORT» 3 "NO" 
| KISSER OCD 3 


O THE DAYS wifey ; was on 


The days when I was: ag - 7 
When Hlaugh'd in fortune's ſpight , 


Ia of love che whole day lens 


And with — — — 4 
Then itt was old father Cres 
Little rech L of:aby — Me pa a 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And nts; 5 A "bumper drown.” *' * 
* * days, Ke, WIL 


Truth, tcp fag; 2 lies in # wel en 2 
Why f vow ee end ſe; Ee gen 

L the water Arinkers tell, — 5 mor” 

There it n toc for ine. then Cs 


*. 
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| 1” : 4 " 4 8 > * 
1 n — or PN oe —— ů ů — —u— 


o n N. 
„ ——— Wl TILT, Ano oo IT 


e 


For wheri ſp: — Hr wennd;” 
Never ta F ifalſhood's; ma; 

But ſtill the honeſt truth I'found '/ 
In 00 warten <P each flaſks. -- 

{+24 Otthe days, &c. 


True, —at length my vigour's flow, 
I have years to bring decay; 

Few the locks that now I on, FX 
And the few L have are grey. 

Let, old Jerome, thou may ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſp irits do not an 

Still denestl ir e's fröſt 


Glows'a e of youthful-fire. 
a rebar bee. bY 


In your boſom warm and- 


From the MAID of 4 MILL. 


JEN. you. meet-a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 


Full of Eindrefs and goodnature; | * > 
— EY 
preſs her, I > 
Moraing, noou, Ro” de, ä 


But 6 8 that's Fa d. "a 
Saucy, jilting, and antow-ard, ** 


Prove as kind 
Happy mortal to 


Should you act the whining coward, 


Tu to mend ber nder che whit. 
Nothing's tough enough. to bind ther tal 
Then -3gog when once von find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. | 


4 


"as _- 
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The: PLAIN TRUTH. 


may -botdly aſfert what no mortal denics, 
in N——_ 
power not e 
Which nobody can deny. 


We cs gp ſenſe from all thoſe who can 
Thoſe are tt all ieee now Lath and Greek, 


Nor they're 2 ö 


1 Tis not ev N ne that's right, 
A 8 ckade that will fight, 
T not e, wits re out of ſight. 


en er. 


Gay loathing oft covers a belly unfed, 
75 tye-wig oft covers x weak empty head, 
A cloak often COVErs—ay all that is bad. 


This nobody can deny. 
He muſt be a ſoul who loves whet after whet, . | 


He muſt be a cuckald.that loves a caqu uette, 2 
And he vics val the nation that's always in debt. | 


This nobody can deny. 


An officer's Wer! is fd in the mind, 5 
To his x" ag the left my Lord's honour's con- 
And many brave 'Lords Gene Weir Bebur behind. | 
This nobody can r 


Both scher and bawd ive on dupe's recreation, 

Bath ſtateſman and ceminel live'on the nation, 
Tom turdman and doctor lve both by purgation. 
7 9 : 

ENG- 
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ENGLISH AIR. 


YHE crurhs that I firig none deny mne, E 

| © They're n prevail; \ 

Ye" poor dogs of France, weldefy; ye” © 1 5 
By the force or chr Ruglift good Ale. 


f 5 * 12 * 2 * 
The $6, LETS bets = in 4 Y _ 
rab da ys expel 


11 F 
85 wget yours YR 
15571 orce of — 
| Whew Re, that Like queen, Haed the dation, 5 
'T was Spain's great Armada did fail; b 
She dealt to the Dons tribulation, „„ 


By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
And thus we will Inka 3 3 
Tho' their loads on our necks they'd entail * 
There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
By the ee of « our Engliſh fate 7 


= Free-bork, we ſupport our defender, 
ſons we hand down the detail; 

De th hi” de'il, pope, and pretender, : 
1 thy force of out n good Ale. en e 


Ss OME THAN 6=""7- i ak. 
N all mankind's” -promiſcuous race, ES 


The ſgps: of exter urge their en. 
© The ondrous to Wrſne 
2 bot hn country and in town, a 
The .curious, courtier, cit, and clown, 


Solicit Jom thing New. 
2 * The 


* : 


Fo ” 1 ä | 


The poets ſtill fram nature take, 
And what is ready-made they mares. Y 
_ Hiſtorians muſt be true: | 
How therefore ſhall we find. a road, A 
Thro diſfertation, ſong, or ode, 
To give you Something New? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce 

As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too: 

The papers of the day imply 

No more than that we live He die, 
And pay for 3 New. 


We ſee alike the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth ; 
What then ſhall ladies do? 
Seck virtue as th* immortal prize; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſes 
For that is Something New. 


de . . . 2 


AMORET and PHILLIS. 


H k. 


WEET Phillis, * met, the ſun is juſt bet, 
To yon myrtle grove let's repair; 
All Nature's at reſt, there's none to moleſt, 


I have ſomething to ſay to ths __ | 
8 H 3 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, intreaties 3 are vain, = . 
Perſuade me to go you ne'er ſhall ; 


Night draws on apacc, I muſt leave this place, 8 
For the dew is beginning to fall. 


Ne VIII. 


* . 
; 
. 
1B 
1 
1 
ö 
1 
1 
f 
7 
; 
if 
9 
1 
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nn Na 

Believa@me, fair maid, by honour I'm ſway'd, 

No fear need your boſom alarm; | 
For the oak and the pine their leaves fweetly.join, 

To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


SHE-i- v3; Fg: 
Your arts I de, my vera Tigplas 1+ : 
Tho' poor, I am richer than thoſe - 
Who loſt to all ſhame, do barter their fame, 
For purchaſe of gold or * Fronts. 


ne . 
You do me much wrong, ſuch thoughts don't be- 
long 
To a noble and gen'rous breaſt; _ 
I mean but to know, if Phillis would go, 
And with Hymen our amour be bleſt. 


SHE. 


| ; * if what you do ſay, my heart don't betray, 


It gives me much pleaſure to find ; 
My amour is ſtill a ſtranger to ill, 


* to n ſoft bondage inclin'd. - 


-BOTH. 


Then with j joy I omits; that bleſſing to try, 
Tomorrow both hearts ſhall unite ; 
So you lovers true, let virtue and you, 

This noble Ee excite. chap 


'On 
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On RODNEY's Defeating the — FLEET 
commanded by LANG ARA. 


By PASTORELLUS, of 'SUNDERLAND. 
Tune , Rule Britannia. | 


ACH Briton; join with chearful heart, 

Brave Rodney's praiſe with rapture ſing: 

Brave Rodney's, &c. 

In Britain's wrongs; he takes, he takes a part, 
A ſong of tribute why” not bring? 8 


* H 0 1 
Crown brave Rodney, * Rodney crown 
| with bays |! 
Sing feet clogiums of his praiſe ! 


Fame's trumpet ſhrill around the world 
Sounds loud the conqu ring hero's name; 
Sounds loud, &c. 

And Britiſh flags, gay flags which are unfurbd, 
His conqueſts o'er our foes proclaim. 
Crown brave Rodney, & c. 


As cer hs briny-boſom'd deep, | FH 4 
--. are Biſcay" s bay his courſe he bore, 3 
Thro' Biſcay's, &c. 5 5 
He met 1 he foug ht Langars' 8 fleet; 
Nor minds dark night. rough ſea, lee ſhore. 
Crown brave Rodney, Ke. 


The re ſtar'd with rueful look, 
Whilſt Britain's thunder dreadful rung; ; 
Whilſt Britain's, &c. — 
But as the Spaniſh, the Spaniſh color ſtruck, 
Old * thus chearful-ſung: 
Crown brave Rodney, &c. - 


e When 


4 x 
14 »% 
a 
Ss ®. 
: % " 
. 2 9 
| 
wet *2 * 


9 — 
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When thund' ring guns their roarings ceaſe, 
Terrific clang of war all done, 
Terrific, Kc. 
' May Rodney amid, amid the joys of peace, 
Shine forth conſpic' ous like the ſun! 
; Crown brave Rodney, &c. 


Then heav'n propitious on him ſmile, 
And guard from ſeas that ſormy foam; 
And guard, &c., 
Waft him to Britain's, to Britain 8 bliſsful Ile, 
1 o leave no more his peaceful home. 
Crown brave Rodney, &c. 


N D \ 


The THO R N,——Þy the ſame. 
Tune + © the deys when I was young. 


TF HEN bright Sol the plains had fir d, 
With his ſcorching, ſultry beam, 
Strephon's flock and he retir'd 

To the flow'ry-margin'd ſtream ; 
There, beneath a ſhady rock, 
 Stretch'd on moſs, at reſt ſecure, 
Strephon left his tender flock, 

Through the grove' to range « obſcure 


There he pull'd the full-blown roſe, 
Bluſhing like the vernal morn; 
There he gather'd brambles, floes, 
But in's finger ſtuck a Thorn: 
4 Juſt by chance came Flora by, 
Long for whom he'd ſigh'd in vain). 
Soon to her he did apply, 
W ho ſubdu'd the prickle's pain. 
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O ſweet, Flora! lovely maid ! 
ucen of beauties on our plains! | 
You have kindly lent me aid, 
But a Thorn ftill worſe remains: 
T' eaſe him, Flora, kind and free, 
Said ſhe'd try her utmoſt Kill; 
K Then to-morrow Fo with me, 
Jo the church upon yon hill: 


“There alone you'll c cure the pain 
* Which ſo racks my anxious hreaſt; 
„There alone you'll eaſe the ſwain 
«© Which for you can take no reſt.“ 
Balmy kiſſes, ſighs, and tears, 
Won at laſt the maid's conſent : 
Now gay pleafures, with their years, 
Circle round in ſweet content. S 


| HB bb 
The CHACE of the HARE. 


ARK! hark the jov-infolring horn; 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, - 

And echoes thro” the dale; 

Wich clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 

The hounds, quick-ſcented; ſcour the ground, 

| And Haff the fragrant gale. 1 


Nor gates nor hedges can lapede me; 
The briſk, high-mettled, ſtarting ſteed, 
. "The jovial pack purſue : POT. 
| Like lighr'ning darting or the plains, 
The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gaits, 
And ſees the game in vier. 


Aa ; / 
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Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath: 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 

Her haunt's deſcry'd,—her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, | 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize ; 
She faints,—ſhe falls, —ſhe dies: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 


And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till Echo rends the ſkies. 


SER FFF 


1 WONDER D WHAT HE MEANT. 


EN Damon firſt my eyes beheld, 
My heart with ſecret tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went: 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, 
So unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder'd what it meant. 


Whene'er I met him on the plain, 
He'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt tales invent: 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die;. 
But, as I faw no danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he-meant. 


To nymphs, whom years had wiſer * 

I-told the tender things he ſaid, | 
And of his ſad complaint: 

Full well the tender things they knew, 

For they, like me, had heard them too, 


Nor wonder'd what they meant. 
6 = Ther 
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They anſwer'd, Love had touch'd my heart, 
bas by his ſex's art, 
ght cauſe me to repent; _. 
And that I ſhould deſire the ſwain, 
To tell me, when we met again, 
Ik he to wed me meant. 


| Rejoic d, ſuch good advice to bnd, 
1 tripp d, to let him know my mind, 
Acroſs the mead intent: 
I told him, did he not deſign 
With me in Hymen's bands to join ? 
I wonder'd what he meant 


The youth, whoſe love was aw'd by fear, 
_ Grew raptur'd ſuch ſweet ſounds to hear; 
| Straight to the church we went. 
= How wiſe we all by marriage grow! 
Tho' fooliſh once,—yet now I know— + 
I know what WR meant. 


DODODDDOE = + Sp + S 
NO and YES. 5 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, | 
"The prettieſt young ſhepherd that eos on 


the plain; 
I'd hear his dok tale, then declar d- twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay N defies ſay No, 
And Pd often lay No, when 1 long d to ſay Tes. 


Laſt Valentine” s day to our cottage he came, 
And ht me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 
Oh! take wx i he cry'd, thou more 9 their 

fleece 
I could 3 foy No, tho' aſham'd 1 to r Tes. 


goon 


— 
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Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grove, _ 
He preſs'd my hand hard, andi in fighs breath'd his 
| . Joves 
Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a kiſs ? 

I deſign d to ſay No, but. _— and 0d Te. | 


At this, with delight, his heart aned in his 
breaſt, 
Ye Gods! he 'cry'd; Chloe will now make me-bleft|! 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs ; 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc d to ſay Les. 


I ne'er was fo pleas'd with a word h in my life, = 
| I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: fi 
Then take, ve young damſels, my counſel i in this, 


| You muſt all die Old Maids, if you will not Lay 


Yes. 


; The GODS and. the GODDESSES. 


HE Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaft, 
| Where ambroſia with OE ISncer's were, 5 
5 dreſt; | ; 
Their catables did with their Deities * 
But what they ſhould drink did occaſion diſpute : 
"Twas time that old nectar was grown out of faſhion, 
Being what they did drink long before the creation. 
| When the ſky-colour 'd cloth was wor'd from. ad | 
_— | 
For making the bowl great Jove gave che word; 
The bowl it was large, —of a heavenly fize, 
Wherein * did uſe 1 Gods to baptize. 
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Quoth "wy I'm inform'd they driuk punch up- 


on earth, 
6 wits far exceed us in mirth ; 
Therefore our wife Godheads let's lay, 
And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than they. 
Twas ſpoke like a God, fill the bowl up to the top, 
He is caſhier'd from the heav ns that leaves — leaſt 
5 drop. 

Then Apelde ſent away two of his lafſes 458 
With pitchers to fill at the well of Parnaſſus; 
To Poets new born this liquor it was brought, 
And they ſuck' d it in for their morning's firſt 

draught. 


Juno for lemons ſtepp'd into her cloſet, 

n Ge 2 ſhe was ck the infus'd into poſſet; . 

or Go es may be as ſqueamiſh as '- 
The ſun and the moon N have 5 2 : 
Theſe lemons were SE ms eſperian fruit, 
W here a vigilant id to look to it; 
Twelve dozen of te . ſqueez d in water, 
The reſt of — in order come after: 
Venus, admirer of all things that were ſweet, 
Without her infuſion there had been no treat,— 


Commanded her N white as her doves, 
To be brought to the table by a pair of young loves; 
So wonderful curious: theſe Deities were, 
The ſugar it was ſtrain d thro” a piece of fine air. 
Jolly Bacchus gave notice, by dangling his bunch, 
That without his afliſtance there could be no good 
punch; 8 A : 
What he meant, by the i is very well known, 
They threw in ten gallons of truſty langoon. 
Mars, tho' a blunt God, and chief of — biſkers, 
Was ſet at a table curling his whitkers : 
Quoth 
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Quoth he, fcllow. Gods, and celeſtial gallants, 
I would not give a fig for the punch without Nantz; 
Therefore, my Ganymede, I do commami ye, 
To throw: in ten galidns of the beſt Nantz brandy. 7 
Saturn of all the Gods there he was the oldeſt, 
And we may imagine his ſtomach was the coldeſt, 
He out of his pouch did ſome nutmegs produce, 
Which being well grated, were put in the juice; 
Neptune this bctan of good liquor did croun, 
With — bak'd hard! in the ſun. + 


The bowl being Gniſh'd,—a health then began, L 
Quoth Jove, let it be to that creature call d Man; 
Tis to him alone our great pleaſure we owe, 
For heaven it was never true heaven till now. 
The Gods being pleas'd,—the health it went about, 
Till gorrel-belly'd Bacchuy' great guts nigh burſt out. 
Fzhe other brave Gods'did'oceans of punch ſwallow, 
Actæon with hounds and with huntſman did hollow; 
The panch was delightful, they plenty did bring, 
Aud all the world over their fame it dick * 5 


The HUSBAND "PRAYER. 


Lead me- to, be W rome: = 
Where none but honeſt fellows come; 
here wives” loud cla never found, 4 

N OT RU TIRES: 2 PE tte 


| There let me drown in wine my pain, | 

And never think of home again! 7 
What comfort can a huſband have, | 
en = dic thou = flare? TS oj 


The | 
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The MEN 'will ROMANCE. 


L ES Te my teens. and threw play- 
things Ee, 1 * 5 

I conceiv'd myſcif woman, and fit for a bride : 

By the men I was fldtter'd, my pride to enhance, 

For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


They fore that my eyes the bright diamond; * 


guch a face and ſuch treſſes, fare ncderwerk behotdl 


That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance 
O the maids will believe, and the men 


_ Young Polydore ſaw me one aight at the ball, 
And ſwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall ; 
On his knees he intreated'my hand for a dance | 
Ah the maids will N the men will romance] 


He * me home when Fl 8 was oer, 


And dechar'd he ne vr ſaw fo much beauty before; 5 
He ogled and ſigh'd; as he ſaw me advance 
Ah the maids will bolieve,and the men will romance! 


Then day after day I his company had : 1 
At length he declar d all his flame to in aa: | 
But my father lov'd money, and ld f ot advance, 
And repty d to my overs Touüg men will romance 


But tho my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 
My Polydore ſwore he j wed me was willing; 
So to church we both went, and at night had a dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did x not romance! 


The 
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The FOR HA 
horn n enn 95 
"Tis a beautiful, glitr'ring, golden- ey 4 morn, | 4 
Well chace the fox over the grounds. 65 


See, yonder's old reynard, ſo eraſty and ff, 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace 3. 885 
For the hounds have a ſcent, and they're all in full 


They long to be giving him chace... 5 


The 8 are mounted, their ſeeds feel the 
no \1PUr, 3: TY T3 7110 
And ſwiftly they ſcour it along; 


Rapid after the fox runs each muſical cur ; 


Follow, follow, my boys, is the ſong ! 


Over hills, over mountains, they fl im it away, 

Now reynard's almoſt out of fightz 

But rather than loſe. him we'll ſpend all the day, 
For hunting is all our delight. Es 


By . purſumg, we'll have him at laſt, 
He's tir'd,. poor rogue, down he lies; 


He ſtarts up afreſh, bu: young Snap has him f. a 
3 trembles, 2 Mugge and - aſty 


- 


; if 


N . 
* . 
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. * * 
Pp . * 
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From The. AGREEABLE, SURPRISE, 4 new Muſical 


Plece, performed at the Haymar let. 


T'N Jas R Aub. when bound ha ha. . 
"= TIE goole. 


you iſcover ; | 0 
With his tierce an 
And his catillon ſo 2 ha! Nat 
He charms each female heart, oh, la 


A Jacky returns from Poser. 1 0 
For cocks and 7 ſee Squire at owe, 


The prince tonies 

Return d 4 2 Paris, 28 or Rome, 
Our Squire a. nice Adonis. 

With his tierce and carte, ſa! ſa! 

And his cotillon ſo ſmart, hal haf | 

| He charms the. female heart, oh, al  _.,- 
The of macaronies. i 


neee 


The CHARMING FELLOW. Prom the "a 


Tune's Corn Rigs are bonnye OR 


ORD; what eare I for Mam. or Dad? 
Why let you adams. dellene Þ 
For, while 1 live, PH love my Lad, 
He's ſuch a charming, EIS + 


Ne IX. B b 
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| The Fair was overs, nig t 


Says þe, he, my dear, I'll fee 


Tu kifs you have by t 


; The laſt. off Gander-green, - - - > ©) 
The . he danc'd ſo well-O; | 


So f Lad ſi 
x? my frets ebw ga) Haw as. 24.1 


{1430 essa or) vil 


— ij 
f 


The Lad was W 


thank'd the l c. 
We trudg'd Hoi, the moon . 
Says he, if you'll not tell-O, 


ene v 


* 


Lord, what a char 11 


You rogue; fays E you've ip wy wire 
Ye bells ring out m 


Again Pd die. 90 ſw I Ach, | 
With ſuch , charming Fellow! 


a» a2 L 11 72 


= Fellow 


eee eee eee ISS: 


2: A * 


TOM and N ANC T. 


Tun The Silver Tankard, 4 new * Farce. 


434A I 


NANCY. 


EN firſt you too En me : op your 1 : 
And told the 1 the lea 


How wayes on waves for ever rall, 


And toſs the ſhip from pole to pole, 


How: winds: from ev'ry: corner blow, 
Now raiſe: hertchigh, 
My heart kept beating 
And with my del 1 ſrelbd you fail, 


* * 5 
* x” 7 1 
89:24 ni 2 8 . 3 | 
2 * 2 
5 


now fink ber lor 
at che tale, 1 
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But Aden, with 211-2 Saifor's vride, 
You ſpoke of -fleets' drawn ' fide. by fide ; 
Of French: and Eagliſh ten to one, 
Deck threat'ning deck, gun fir'd at gun! 

My heart admr'd the: gallant ſtrife, 
But throbb'd and trembled for your life; 
And *midſt the fancied eannon's roar, 
I viſh's Tom Splicem ſafe on ſhore. 
9 : 1 


18 5 II. 


_ WHAT Sailor is anxious 4 to "ey * 


No loſſes he minds while there's courage 3 
What tho' I am ſtrauded, my fortune a wreck |! 


While two planks hold babe, Tu ail keep the 


. * 


3 "6-18 

My hand 2 k plicd with 487 and e's 2 rope, 
And ſtill nol reſt on tke anchor of Hope; 
Again I'm a-fleat, ſhould a fair wind befriend, — 
Ocl got W n * Jag 3 an end. 
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The g . NEAR DEAD. 


Ati, 420 


IHE aud man's mer dead,: CL 
The poor man's mear's dead, 
The 2 333 

A "ike * worn 
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She was cut-Tnggit; „ 
| Stechwamed;i ane hebftet, 


Chanler-chaftet, und lang- necket, 0 
ö And yet the bruite did die. 5 
Andthe e cakes mear's dev, Kc. 


When firſt my maſter Ames town, - 

He yd me to a ſtanchel round, © 
He took a chapen ta himſe], 

But fint a drap gae me. 

And the auld man's mear's dead, Ma 3 
The poor man's mear's dead; a7 
The peats and tures and #'s to led. 5 

And yet the ne 


cd e 
The YOUNG LAIRD. 2 


OW watoye. je Vf REY 4 
Coming down the: ſtreet, A 557 
My miſtreſs in her tartan 5 
PFu' bonny, braw, and ſweet my Jo: 
- My dear, quoth I, thanks KL © night, 
I b enden 
Since 1 out of your 2 ght, 
Let's tak” a walk up to the hill. [ 
0 Kay, ww gag tas | ” 
a * Rillen i Vy 'N >. 1 
And leave the- ©: pg al 1 


on,the Freen, 
OWans rae the bog; 
„Betten Kits now anf then 1 pal 


And ſport: ur the. velvec! fog. 


There's up me a pleaſant glen, - 

A wee piece frac my father's tow'r, .. 
A canny,. aft, and flow'ry den, 
Which circling birks hade form'd 2 bow'r; 
Who ir, the — grows high and warm, 

o the caulet ſha remove, 
There” "will 1 lock thee in mine arm, 
And love py Riß, and Fifs and love. 


-KATT's ANSWER. | 


L. mither's ay glewran gfer me, 
Tuo che did Tale fame Wer: me; 
I canna get: leane EIS | 
10 lock 50 my ber, 1 
Or elfe he de like th devour. we. 4 
Right fain wad 1 tak your offer, 
Sweet Sir, but III tine my tocher; 
Then, Sandy, xe II fret. 
Apd wyte . your poor Kate, 
Whenc'er ye keek ip your. 2 
For tho coy Father, Has pien 
Of ler and * 
__ Yet hes 1 | 


ecr 
To bn «iP kls war, 
| And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


B b 3 Tutor 


* 1 


Canes Drnd.—A gur ron, 
unec' Wally was m Hog. g 


LY, Seer enquire what end 

"The Gods for thee of me idtend; 
"How vain the ſearch, that but r 
The knowledge of out future woes! 
Happier the ol that nee, ns 
Whatever lot his Fate aff} 
Than they that idly ven hes, 
Vun wizards M p al 


Thy prefent years in . Gates 
And — = ＋ 
Whether the Sn to . 

Shall bounteous add à winter mare, 
Or this hall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages cer the: Pembnd Firth, 
No more with Home the dance to 1 
Take my advice, ne ber ver thy head. 


Wh blithe inrent the goblet: 8 

That's facred to the genial Mev yours | 

2 wine ſtill warm thy ſout;'- '% 
B ve no thoughts. beyond; the + 
* Behold, the flying haur is, lan 4d 
Bf For time rides ever on tho poſt, 

Ev'n while we. ſpeak, ev while we think, 

And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


7 


Col- 


| ARISTIPPUS, the FRIEND of MANKIND. 


s fang by Me Crannmon, | 
A the Ni wt en in New CASTLE. | 


1. 


12 2 exck joviat foul,” 


Oo TE non tos, 
I ers Ww Was 
Bre 


2 let 


ere bo him were the fame, 
For . pleaſing to all where he came: 
— 3 —— 
eig . Her Ache days of bin Bfe, - | _ 
Al hc Hs of ks been of Ks ey e. G 
A friend to all mankind was dis frjend, 
his mind was his u 3 


lle fond — H none found feel with 


him,— 
If « friend ern : 
If wine was the word,. De his glaſs; 
If love was the topic, he toaſted His lafs | 
But fill turn'd Mis back on coatention and 


22 ä * 


E 


« That Ie ct them he-guided by n 
K . aeeeS > be 85 


13 1 WING 177 wi gh. 


Was the nation at war, he wilh'd 1 9 — i 


Diſeterade, either d oe 

11quiet 5 El 

Was the longilittfe Rake —rE 
The plilaſopber's fone . — vel ana pain, 


—1 all who had ſought it, had ſought it in vain. 
He in and h back-00 enge one vo 


By 
All. — — 2 


rr 


5 VG ” 100 1 
Seb . 2h, ere 


- Moe: 4:5 a "IM, 
& - „ & 1 © | 1 * * 


A POLITE. SINGER. 297 


Wo 


party, rr 
ee 5 


5 at e 
Let t ſchoolmin pedancial x prac up for 7 


Let ESSE 
Whats" Wl that * know? why = jokes _ 


.* ho 
* life's like 1 Arge ef cd 
Pots make it a tale by a poor ideot told; 


Gay calls N 2 eſt, but tis proper each man . 
Of ths ſong, tale joke, to make all that he can, 


The lady obſetve, when the lover grows prefii 
How faint ſhe forbids his enger 
With a frown « ſoften'd, the eries, 'tis pro- 


e N 
#6: uk 1 Be” dt. S, 


in j 2 1 11 76 


. 


' N s 3 joke. 38 
Wks the baft of chars, ., his bribe, 
1; H, dr thruſt on the vote fe 


They ery; "O'feer G=di—why, a ard ag 
Let they. A abs. pal e a . 0 


* JIff -0 4 "= «4 Fd 250 al 2 1 % The 4. 
: * 1 „nis F * {i ©. % 14 4124 0 * & A 
* - . * vi» ny 
DAS 453 £0 © YO; 0 The 
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Tho' — in te"dnll Anfbqnt ; 


* 


reonhy; yy i dai Tl an + t e 
The whitt-tocking-footomn, or ftable· bred groom, 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, 
For- DP by her. marriage no more than a jdke. 


Few A gon. N 2.0 £5003} 25. t.,. 


2 ee mother, - 
EOS 


* than 


[ 26:7 6% 


Fare 
mA time fills (home inte 


* laſt joke —.— T 


. 3 y 


W þca 28 710 0 
. . 


a Mie, ; 


- 221 wary 


8 


We mY 
8 if the yet made fthnte; 
. d Ber a6 ns but fein alt the would fay, 206 
FS yoo ſoon to be marry'd by Yea and by Nay. 
Tis too ſoon, &c. 


* 1 2 


. 


Till in haſte 
« -*Pitf 


0 I T- Phat res gal 12 . 


For x whole 
DAT 


MN 


ſte; He 


ITY; ü NN ok FIST o. 
3 20 7 
warllld thre ay + 


ax 4 . yy 5 e 'S >: _ 
[A 

. bn , | 
make me, Kc. 0 


cn l Phillis: adog)d,; *:: OO 
And 5 


— L 1. 
word ble to 2g 3% i541 vnigem 0 Tov. 1 — 


In my arms ther n eie * 
Reſolved nd ng. on the mph UA wm 
e 
We Ne an 
Lebe 2 happy, &c 


20 % 7 
Nay. 


ä 
| SDQOQ 
D RINK WILL. 1E. A N. 
RM drink, my. fr ende, hi lire, 
fleeting moments as they pas 
ay Se gs | 
© T improve our times and! puſh — kf 
When once d en e, = 
Farewell 8 55 drinking, 755 divine 1 - l 


n drop to wet dur t s. a8 f 7 D 
3 8 2 cellar void of wine. 
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Nealaſel ge Has macthlingof auf Highlind hu, 


Put her turk, her claymore, and her ponnet o' blue, 


Her plait an her kilt, hon! mair'wie! ©. "I 
She's reaved of them, an' her teur Uſquebz. mn 

I was not 2-ribel, tho' I faught for my Chief, 
Nor am I rogue, who was never a thief: | -. 
Nainſell was a ſodgex, and gat de King's pay, 


An' yet ſhe's depriv'd of her tear Uſquebz. | 


On t'e morning our Shanet he wad gi'eme a tram, 


Then I'd fight like'a Turk, and work like a man: 


And I ftorm'd her with amorous ſtories. 


1 NIX. „ - * Billet- 3 


If. ye ſee t'e King, tell her it's no t'e right way, 
To tak frae poor Donald her tear Uſquebæ. 


When her Shanet was ſick, an' pearing t'e pairn, 


A trink of goot whitky did ſheriſh his prain; 


It open'd her nerſe, and the loon flew away; 
This was the fruits o. her goot Uſquebz. _ 
The whiſky's Ye life o' t'e Highlands beſure, 
Now t'c King's ain tear ſodgers may die in te muir; 
When her feets will be fair, in a cault winter-tay, 
She'll miſs Donald's kebbucks, an” goot Uſquebiæ. 
My curſe on t'e cadger tat cer he was porn? 
Poor Highlandman now maun pe Lallandman ſcorn; 


Nainſell tho' pe hopes to ſec petter tay, 


An' te te' il get the cadger, and her Uſquebæ. 


0 * 


The LOVE SEIGE. 
EN firſt I laid fiege to my Chloris, 
Cannon oathsT brought down, 
Jo batter the town, 


3 


* 2 Y 4 
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Billet-doux, like ſmall nn. PTY 
And ſometimes. a | irren 4 71 
Went w whiſtling along, n 

But ill I Was neyer the nigher,. kb 1955 


At lengih, the ſent word by 2trumpety + | 
If I liked that nie, 1 25 9 
She would be my wife 

—W cn act 12 oof ' cs 


I told her that Mars could not marry; . , a 


LD * * 


And ſwore by my ſcars, , 3% a7 LR 
Got in combat and wary, +, 


That I'd rather dig ſtones in a quarry. _ . 
At length, the granted. ON favour, Yu . 7 | 85 q 
| Without the ſad curſe, | th” Den 2 


For better r !! ˙wö' . ws 
And ſav'd the dull parſon the labour... th 


N e, Ke — | 
| A FORECASTLE SONG... 
© By GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 
Tue How happy could 1 b; with either. . ” 


0 you ſee, as 2 Sailor, In heave off 


| ; A bit of a ſong in my 
But if you don't like it, Pl leave * 
I ſoon can my bawling belay. 


Odd lingos muſicianers write in, 7 
Concerning flats, ſharps, and all that; F . 


We ſeamen are ſharp; in our: 


And as te the Frenchmen they're flat. 
| 2 


2 
. * 1 4 
- © Rn 


- 


Our organs are twenty 


m POLITE, SINGER. 505 


. Outtendiſh folks tickle your" ears 
With: ſolos, and ſuch ſort-of ſtuff, 
We Tars have no more than three cheers, 
Which Frenck folks think” mufic enough. 


Through Canada loudly twas rung, 


Then' echo'd on Sencyat's ſhore, 


At Gandaloupe merrily ſung, 


. And — chorus d Encore. 


At Havre we play'd well our parts, 


'Tho' our game they pretended to ſcoff; 
For tiumps we turn'd up Engliſh hearts, 

They threw down their cards and ſheer'd off: 
They have met with their match now they feel, 
Their ſhuffling and cutting we check; 


They were lurch'd at Crown Point, and loſt Deal, 


And faith * got lamm d at Quebec. 1 


Our malic ads French folks the vapours, 
It took an odd turn on Conflans; 
We knew they were all fond of capers, 
So ſet up an old Engliſh dance: 5 
'T was, © Britons ſtrike 4 that we ſounded, 
By the ſtrength of that tune they were trounc'd, 
The Tididols confounded, + 
While Hawke faith their feather- heads pounc d. 


Our inftruments always do wonders, 
From rounid-taps we give ſerenades; 

our pounders, 
Our concerts are briſk carronades : 

For cooks, thof the French folks are neater, 
Our meſſes ' never can beat, 


Our diſhes have id much falt-petre 


And as to our balls * bored nest. | 
3 'Q e 3- | God 


* 
[8 
o 
2 7 
4 n — 
5 2 
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God bleſs our King George, with three cheers, Sirs, 
| And God bleſa his conſort, Amen 28121 
In paſt times we ve drubb'd the moe irs, 
For paſtime we'll drub them again. 
There's one thing I have more to ſay, tho 
Beyond ſeas, my boys, we'll O ercome, 
If you'll give Old England fair play, and . 
And keep yourſelves quiet at home. 


.52SSDOS deo eee 
The NEW SPINNING WHEEL. 


NE a eve, dens faix 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the _ 
| In warbling o'er her head: 
In tender cooes the pigeons es; 
| (Love's impulſe all muſt feel) | 
She ſang, but ſtill her work purke'd, 
And we'd * p- 7 


10 While thes I * with dear und reel, 

„80 life by time is ſpun; —_ 

And as runs round my ſpinning-whee!; 

The world runs up and down; 

« Some rich to- day, to-morrow low, 

„While I no changes 8 «548 

«© But get my bread " Tweat of brow, 
And turn my ſpinning-wheel. | 


40 From me hes men and women too 

„This home-ſpun leffon lern, 
«c Net mind what other People 
+" But eat the bread they -carn : 


3 3 5 n 


* 2 
— WW 
* 
- 
a © Ara 
: \ 2 b 
: 1 3, = 


0, 


25 . 445 
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— fe 232 to de) 
« But what deſerwd a meal, 
« Some ladies then, as well as me, 


i « Maſt turn the-fpimnin-wheel.” | 


The rurgh. aunts. with ſoeeteſt note, 117 
Thus ſung her wüleſs ſtrain— 
When o'er the lam limp'd gammer Joan, 
brought home Nancy's ſwain: 
5 «© Come, — the dame) N ancy here's thy 


« Away throw rock and reel: 5 
Blyth Nancy, with the bonny news, 
Oerſet ! hay” 1 * 1 


The FATE MONITOR. 


"OU'VE ſure forgot, dear mother ge, 
When you was once as blithe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your flirine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 
When you could lng and dance and & 3 — 
Alas! December treads on May. „ 


Behold dame Nature's nde biw, 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe ; $ 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes : | | 
Till time decxees their Fall decay, 2 4 
And harſh December treads on May. I 2 


l 
- — 


- 3. . «4 * 
2 — * * 4 — q $5. 4 
"if; we F * A 7 2 43 * 


The whole creation owns this truth; 8 
Then why ſhould wrinkled brows. pu 
The mode (ſevere on blooming youth) 
1 which — could never att? 
+ hl! 


ae” 
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The blood that's ve will haverits Way; 
Too ſoon Deceraber treads on 1% N 


Then, bean, with tabor, pipe, and glee,” 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deridc ; 
+ Come ſport and frolie free with me, 20 

* In' ſpite of age and prudiſn pride: 
The laus of Love—all ſhould obey, 
| A * * _— 


HANG ME IF 1 MARRY! 
ECLARE, my pretty maid, 


Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
With you PI — n kifs, and play, 
But hang me if I marry, hang me if I marry: 
With you Fi toy, In kiss, a d play, 

But bang me if I . i 


Then ſoeak 12 at one, . 


Nor let me 1 FY 

With you rn — TH ki and play, 
But hang me if 1 . | 

With you, Kc. Ka. 


Tho' 233 * wa 
'The ſtroke 1 2 parry: 
4 not <huſe to. 

2 « i: J | T: love Ke. 5 bs x22 95 
_ 8 | Makes a mere ; ally of 3 | 
” _ Becauſe when they had toy d and e. 

| The fooliſh fwain n marrx. 


8 
„ o 0 


* 


= _ 
S Ny Th 21; 


| hov el won 43651 et 
1 2 aas fig! wid 


. "c } 


" 294 17 SS > 


# * 7 
. 9 * K * * i : * 
. + . 


* 
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NO: I WILL NE'ER CONFESS. 


NE eve, for recreation, Sat. . * 
1 Tod Heaton's tufted. grove ; 

e 

Shew'd ſhe love: 1 


r graceful ſteps EET all if 
| Tntreating, I bel ught the Fair 


Would deigiy my arms to bleſs; 
22 with moſt. bewitching « 3th 
| Cryd, * No: I'll ne er e 
| Still I continy'd to irs ＋ 
She'd eaſe my am'rous 
And told how much I did 
But ah! T told in "vain; , 
F or when 'I beg'd the 8 ny 
Wou'd oy 2 my troubles Teſs 


She heard my plaint, and Arcleſs Waid, 
No, Sir: I'll nc'er confeſs.” 


Impatient, I her form: ſurvey'd, 


Fre | 


f Tho' thus ſhe did — HY 
My raviſh'd heart was fir'd+ 


Her beauties all my 72500 fill; | 


(Such deputies, 7 hs A 
ſtill 1 


But ſhe, unmoy' made an 
& No: I e nike 


Oh! would ſome Pow'r, unſeen, but hr 
2 pity thro' her breaſt, 
teach how cruel Q, 
8 dee make bes x; 
Grant this, ye Gods hear rar 
| And let me taſte your blk}, - 
That Sarah Eau be ag = 
"Fill ſhe torn to confeſs. 


4> 
* Ft 
- 4 > . 
| "AS. 
2 * 2 . 1 - 
- r 


* 


And all her charms admird; 1 


_— T. E. : 


m r o ſing; 
Wit 1 7 rea me: No Aale, 

957 the thing, Ans 
give you the thin 


— — 4M 


In idleniefs * wb utc: ot 
Each levels his an enen 2 ae . 


© There's a fine girl, faith'—* Only ſo , Tom' 

« —ButJook what 2 ſpe” monſtrous!” 

ws Damme, there% A ee foot'—* Aye, 
© and'i leg at the end of it” 


bis . es, the ft 
: © well on her hind feet = on * 5 


1 


"EY not rhe 
And if 


In extily n ie ik | I ring, . rl 
With EM be ou , and of ich niging | 


Os hevoe 
7 7 Hark touch 7 Yor over, ſee hol—2 bark 
forward, my lads, *tis the thing, the thing — 
1 owl * "Thus in he cries dis the 2 
7 — "at is, Mw 4 AU 4 WY 
4 eo hoe! ſweetly dingy | Lol wad - 
Pretenders to muſſe; — every , by * f 


With — 3147 1.6 SITIO 7%; 


12 6 ö 


— 


8 
_— + * 
4 * 


V0 2 


c r that? 
1 — a 55 is t about? 
We man! ee 
8 reed. bret —— e la 
© on't or at we g WET IE 1 
For cc td, ths A he thipg, the wg 
| the s N ps the thing.” 


E's 
© the kin 
pot e word of a biens, 


xe a fortilicatian ; 
— "Thred by Lord Whiſtlcjacket ; 


luto, and 
is dam by 


c Hedge's Barbarian, his TEE by Coney 


Uns, his great  granfa ack li en 
great great gran Se Trim, his 
ow. great great great: een otatoes, whoſe 

own dam's dam was the « n, of Den Er 

And for ſpirits, bes” pad nf, ec, ec! 
5" ' See, for ſpirits he's 5 Ve * 


The cock-ighters $09, when Whey a” win, _ 
draw 


Their Rags and their blenkards they brilg; 
Arid When on the fod theſe 1 ce BEES crow, 
4 kü ay Sve to fourghe black red! ene 


© red a guinea 


- 5 the black red z op IG 
1 bar mg tow } OT Pie 


= len black-reds are the 


Fo * ae; 2 neck like a en ny I bore- end 


's mine'—* ten to four 


1 4 


4 


42 
4% 


de TS. as. A. 


Ther Vyhts, gn Moll Jenſon, 


MER: 31 


Jack Tor full of git, witds Galen will fol, 
c as great. as, 4 12 - | "ME 
a 0 Fresh by h 

% A366 | = 


| ery ara i fad 45 e Adil 
5 

— 4 « ind, aka ; Th Range the 8 
ara Kei re 

© undef H e — 
c ros thart rigg' d fore e * the ene e 


c ves, bee aft, quite the thing” f 


55 | oo ο 81 
44 erb. 0 38 rene ee 
The en lu M* R. 8 
TIO Dory: down. 
'S 72 | 661264 1 
ET: nie e of fibbing, invoke whom he 
uſes, 
Fine golden-logk Ph ox ne muſes;. :- 
Or Or fore e . Aae 92 letters, g 
| ors often ene phy ag er e | 
"iy: Kobe "fy Derry down, Sc. a 
any et * RE, Sed a: 21804 0440 7 Ni 


But I ſcorn to 47 aught ſave the thing-tha g true, 
No beauties: Ell plundes, yet give mine her due; 
he has charms u 


pon. charms, ſuch as few people 


vie, zud le ee: 1 H aff n 
he has charms-ofor the tooth-ach, and che for the 
| rn >: e453:0 away” + hb 5 


A 1 * 8! ** * 44 Derry down, 1 
. 
Her 


Her ue, be Kat wee, and het teeth they are white, 
And what ſhe puts into her mouth the can bite; 
Black and alt black her eyes are, and ſprightly they 


ſpark, . | 
— nd nd ep blind fn 
il tl | — 5 i n 


f - * Feri! 4. I 'T 1 T7 13 —— * 1 


| u Aua e wall ſte 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are 


Her breaſts are ſo pair'd, two 8 ts w. 


| | ſee 5 
You'll Gear, that no woman Perg Cer had * 
rry down, & 


11344 


wor 


Her 8 her cheeks equal diſtance are ole, 
"Cauſe cach fide hey head ſhonld go partners in 
hearing; 
The fall of her neck's the do nIHII of beholders, 
Love tumbles end in ws nas head the ſhoulders. 
+ Derry down, Kc. 
1 3 


Her kg are oportic 24 to bear what wer 


£ "T9 4 


And & as if happily d; 

Let ee the 9 divide, 

By her ſpouſe thus they're ſerr'd when he 2 
item dle 

„uA n W Darf donn, 44. 
K i ZAICES43 a IG 4 

Met ins hat: nor too tall, but venue to fax, 

| She's a very good fize in che way 
She's —aye that the is, the is all——but I'm wrong, 

* all I can d far, tar I've ſung all my ſong. 

. "ry down, c. 
3 3 mf The 
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* 9 6 
The pink kik Babs EL. 


5 The Words by Wat: wt * Mr Bahn. 


ng 
th Mole blau vind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 


All on a rock rec jo is 
Wide o'er: the foaming bi lows 
She caſt a wiſhful-loak;! | | 

Her head was erown'd with ines 
IP o'er the- . 2544.64 


| 44 11 9 227 111 = 
A * 1 F | . s 6 
12 
A | Twelve: mak; are gone and over, 155 
\ And nine long tedious dazßs 7 


Why. did thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didft thou truſt the ſeas ? 


9 © 


. Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled _ "UE 
And-let! my loyer 'reſt; ' - = ; 2 
— An n thy. troubled _ A abe 
ve - 42-2654 
The 3 robt/d of 3 4 dA 
le, Views avith: deſpair ; a 
w3 | But what's the loſs of treaſure e 
AZ | To the loſing of my dear? F ol 
y Should you, ſbme coat be laid 4 Fa 
. Where, gold and diamonds — 7 4: 45 
ay, You'd find 2 ichen, 
| But none that(laves you. fo. r nm. ee 
ng; 1 U 3 
„ . 4 How 
7 
be 
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| How can they ſay that . 
Has 0 made in vain? 
Why then, beneath the water, . 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes thoſe rocks, diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deer, 
To wreck the wahd'ving loverr, 
And leave the maid to 1 4 


All melancholy 
Thus wail'd 1. . r 3 
Repaid. each blaſt with fighing, 
Fach billow with a tear: 
When ver the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpyd; 
'Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head—and. dyd! 


COODDODDICODIOGODSDIFICDODDEDIOD: 


MUIRLAND WILLY. 


ARKEN, and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Willy came to w. 
1 hough he could neither fay nor do, 
The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, Whate er betide, 
Maggy I'ſe ha'e to be my bride. 
With a fal, dal, Ac. | 


On his gray 6 
With durk and piſtol by hie 6de, 5 
He prick d her on wi mickle pride, 

Wi' meikle mirth and glec: r 
Out .o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon mur, 
"Till he came to her dady's door. 85 
5 1 | With p fa, dal, Ar. 


Good- 


Th" rl TE dern. 516 I 


Goodman, quoth be, be ye within ? 
I'm come — *to win, 


I care my 


What anſwer gi 7 3 


Now wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 


Where ds you win, oo nt town ? 


The wooer he 


I think an de ger Win * | 
On fic a lad as xe. 
ſtept up the houſe, - 
2 wow but he was eee 1 
1 * Ti 17) fr. | 
r at r 
I have * ; owſen; im 1 pleugh, «45-4 br © 
Twa good 2. en pads, and g er enough, "oo 
The place; they ca it Cad _ - - f 
I ſcorn to tell a liez _ i 
Beſides, I 9 he 185 | | 


A F A dil yard FOIL L # 
0 I Wo | 


The mid put on © My! bhp brown, „„ 
She was py KK #-the town; ( 
I wat on him the did nz vloom, Ig ed, 3 
Bat bimkk bonnie. 

The lover he ſtended up in haſte, | 
And gript her ha tbe the wait. E 
ä : $6 14 En- AN * fal, dal, _ T7 F 
.; +436 b 

To vin your gg wd Pit eme ber '... 
m young, 2 enough . *x 4 4417, þ [8 

And for my vou heed na fear; . Hats” 
e Teoth ty me ee _ J 
EEG Dd 2 3 He 1 
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He took affchis bannet, and {pat out, his cho w. 
He dighted his.gab = 55 5 „ 
e 3 . 4 5 d Ae: ce. GY: 
Wer | 
The maiden buche d, and ERP fol law, 
She had na will to ſay him na. 
But to her dady ſhe Ike ir 2, 
A s they twa could agree. 
The lover he gae-her the tither kiſs j 
Syne ran to 1 and tell d him this. 
Mun n Ke. % 141 


1 


1 


(| 


CFC uy LS 
But to your ſell ſhe's-left it na 
As we cou'd ' , 
Sap, what'll ve gi'e me wr her? 
2 wooer, quo 4 4 len mile," FOG. 
ut fic as I hve ye's get a piakle. 2 
: © Wii + fal, ag Ke. 3 


F. 
4 kunfu ot corn mu wi to awe; - 15 
Three ſoums of n a,gvod milk 11 
Ye's ha'e the w. ng-dinher free, 

Troth L dow 5 me „ „ 
Content, N de 055 1 8 or, on 
I'm far fra ham, 58 as. U o't. 1 

agb. af Nr Ac. 


* 


The bridal ES 1 . 
With mony a plitheſome and la; : 
But ſicker a day ty never = 
De Sic mirth was never | 
This winſome couple ftrg 
Mets John ty'd up the We 
1. 


— 31 


re. 44 
K* 0 


CF 


741 


nn 74 


2 Ang kid: E 3 

eir toys and mptches ww "oat ve 
They glanced. im our, 1 gn: 4 K. 

With 1 1 

ee 9 A att . | 

Sic hirdum, Unidihs and r 5 $5. GG 

Wr be o'er har TYP Ot Wis 2 

The minſtrels they did hover _ 2. 

Wi mettle mirth and gler. 
And ay they bobbit, ant d they beckt, + + 


wad ay their wracges together mæt- 3 5 
„„ 3) OSS, dal, 55 h : 
« 9+: 4 1 A . Mo I2z - A cx 


* ><IQ en eee 
FALSE COLIN. 


You ep ihe! bounieſt fans 1 | 
That exgr pip 4 an few, Plain, == L 
ganced on the | 5.1; - SP 
wes kid, in gate ame "bound, 
Tat -dlics o'er tlie ted, ground, 


Was not ſo blithe as He. 


5 21 N 
Beneath the 8 in yonder ebay ” TR 
You'd think. you heard the nightingale, 
Wheneer x be and e voice; * 
But ah! the youth was all deceit, 
His vows, his oaths, were all a chest, . 
And choice fuckeeded * 1 


＋ 


5 z 


The maidens fung if willow Frohe, 

Of Colin's falſt 1 Archer love, 5 EE 
Here Jenmiy told er woes 

And Peggy s tears eneremd the brook, | 

Whoſe cheeks like dying lilies look, - - 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe. 


Unhappy Fair ! my words believe, 
So ſhall no ſwain your hopes e, 


Nor leave you. in deſpair; e 5 7 
*Fre man diſcloſe. his fickle mind, 3 
Change firſt yourſelves,— for ah fran find 

Falſe Colins ev * We. 


Ad ARIADNE, 
Set by Mr Schethy, and performed i in * Cecilia 's Hall, 


 Recerar wer"! 


HE 1 Theſcus ſcarce WT got on "IEF 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her Lord: 
Sudden the roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his veflcl leſſening to her vier; 
© She ſmote her breaſt, the rav'd, and tore her hair, 
Then in ſolt plaints the vented. het deſpair. 


| Alx. dase: 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay! ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye witids- — * 
Kind Neptune, ceiſe to flow, © 
Nor waft my love way: by 
Ahl whither wilt thou go? . 
Could 1 have ſerw'd thee. : 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
To fly ?. from herc who PEEP * r to fr? 


Rx. : 
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The jolly God rules ed 
Bacchus, whoſe gf „the ſoul, 
Heard and Ss 


| 
God of revelrr and Jo; 

If Ariadne wilt be: mine 
ſink ber eve hour ploy. 


ed rt a3} 6! 281 Ron. F534 7 

Come, Silenus, Ill a cup 1 „ 
Of my choiceſt cordial draught; ; 

Kill it, — eit pn 


- TY I 
av mk, TTT 
Ar burns, Arinnx. 
PEAT As MAY, ee Lt 


 REGIFATIVE. SJ. 4 F 
| With ſoft reluRance the at laſt EE 

And to her lips the nears cup apply'd; 

The potent Pore Kan magic art, 

Flew thro' her veins, and feiz d her yielding heart. 


"oF | DuzrTo.——Becchus. | | = 
What are in e bar 'rhee ; 
The flowers in all their ſweets appear, 
9 fields theiy _—_ liveries wear. 


4 
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Mane. 
O Gear wine i n 
What Are in ob ene 5 15 224K 
The flowers in tar 7 4 1 
The fields Weir Saxelt kveried weir bh 


"par" 
15 


The 5780 r en er To '# 
Now — 3 Fs their, PE love ; 15 ye” 


For thee they 
And Bacchus his invites to 25 * 


pv * ” 
W "op — 


2 n 


15 102 Nen 15 70 
Dir: Come, Jan, 5 maid, ant Bacchss, jom. 
Ar. The jolly. Gd I Wil . > fon, © EY 
631136 771 « Te 1 
Bac. My ſweeteſt \grapes,..21 OY is thine. 
Ar. His ſweeteſt grapes, and all be mins. 


Bac. If wine and Ari hes RIA 
7 'Tis May and plesſuse In e r —— 19 ä oh | 
Ar. If. Bacchus, „ 1 love, and de Here of ot: 


.. "Jos May; an > eaten The bat. "5 oy | 
4 eee eg 5 3 
Let all, let all begun: e 


. And jain in ſportine — 12 
Let mirth; det | mimbahnd r * 


Each happy hour len. 2:2: 2 
* | Do. 


„ Durrro een 
O che raptuees af poleffip 2 4 
8 at £1, 170 
„ Lino your gh w 7 o iy Tall 
£6 eue eds 1.421% Þ m7 8 


O the joy „ the laſing blefling, 3 
Which 'from-hononr make its charms. A 


201 Ante Us. a: 


B. Love's ſoft e . 
A. Love * hogour. both Wall charm thee. 


„ 3:1 eee 76 A fq 
Se rapureetobpaling, i 
Melting. into 1. e 


O the joy the Me Mefing, - 4.4 
— charins; te) 


Agb N 2b:or bly u enn: 1 | 
op} 14% W nus 0: b vil dq, 
- ' | oy 
een kt" MY gn 


: * pa 2 ö Wy bl 


* * * « 


- 
2 


2 p $1 So 7 


an Caling-prevdat niy warm: AIM 
Since hom cn Þipeaks without pain; 
M eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 3 
Oh! can't you their meaning explain ? * , 
My paffion would loſe dy expreſſion, 


t 
er en 100 micht cruelly. I * 


1 nt you, erpect @ copfel 
what, 1s 600 hender to FAME) ©: je: + 4 


4 +. 
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Since yours is che pe of ſpeakin 

* ſhould vo it rom ne? 
"Til yo ſhould: be in our keeping, 

you tell us what they ſhould de: 
y hy dont you diſcover? 

157 your heart feel ſuch tortures 1 mine, 
T need not tell per and over, 
What Ti in my boſ op — 


Col tw. AS WER. 
D* Katy, when fadics are willing, 


A roam indi — © foo! ; 


For me, I wou'd:not give a ſhilling, 
For one that can love out of rule: 


At ſhould wan for our offers, | 
Nor ſnatch Uke old maids in deſpair ; 

If you've liv'd to theſe ryeyrawithout proffers, 
Tour ſighs are no loſt in the 5 | 

You ſhould leave. us to gueks 2 #your meaning, 
And not ſpeak 9 matter. 29 


& PI 

'Tis ours to "forward And Kp 1 

* And yours t to ae a Ann 
| That you're 1 taking, .. 


By al Your fond oglihas Lee; 
The fruit that will fall t ops 
Indeed, is CRY 


IE 


cok, LOVELY * = 


RE Love did fir n Bhlay 
® Reriitning day feilt ad me Hleſt 
Hach happy row cates wing'd „ 
Each night was crown d with balmy reſt: 
But 


22 
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| But now alasl. no longer 
I riſc to hail the | 
But fit and figh'the — cog 


And paſs. in tears dee, 


| Come, e Fo key; hither kaſte,” © | 
| ny A; 


| "That thou ar ciel and ed: 1 
Or if ſome maid fate 174 
More favour d li more-doy'd.than l. 


- 
. : 
£ l ” 1 * 7 
1 - 
X % - 


| Oh! free me of this anxious ſtate, . p 
 Pronounce my doowt, zad let me dic . 


vitt 4 I : 


curl ext At Ur. 
Tune Tell me, tell me, chern creature. 


RUEL creature, can you leave me, 
Can you then ,ungrateful prove? 
Did you court, me to deceive mm © 
And to Night, my <onſtane, love? © ATT 


Falſe! un grateful! thus to woo. me, 
Thus to 2 my heart a (prize; 

| Firſt to ruin and undo me, Ge. 
Then to ſcorn” and tyrannize. 


Shall 1 fend to Peavn my pray'r ? 
Shall I all my wrongs relate? 
Shall T curſe the dear þctrayer ? 

* alas! it is too late. 


> » 


* er — i; 
—_— p k LES _ 4 . 4 23 
— . * 2 . 4 e 


Cupid, pity any! condition, ' 
1 e, r 
Hear a 7 wo petition, 
And. 3 again. | 


* 
1 


* 


m Hask dean tr. 


TY. doctor is feed for a dan 1 8 
Which cures half a dozen, and kills half a ſeore; 
Of all the beſt drugs the diſpenſaries taught, 

9 8 'Twere well could each cure one diſeaſe, and no 

But haves the — 8 

ö Of ſov'reign uſe, : K 

"Twill © cure your diſtempers, whatever ey be; 
| In body or ſpirit, | 

Wherever you bear it, 


Take"ofthis 2 large dofe, 'and it foon ſets you free. 


By cungis directors, if trick d of of your , 
1985 e good clar our pet, 
Or if you have been a Kredtor Yourſelf, 
"Twill teach you no lofs of your honour to feel 
Stocks fall or riſe, | 
Tell truth or lies, 
Tome fame and your fortune here 8 find ; 
If Silva be cruch © 


Take this water-gruel, — 
Twill ſoon cure the fover that burns vp ypur rind. 


E * BR. 4 1 bis bh | 
; 1 a 
* ff ; 
p * % 0 . 9 . 
. _ * 5 — . ** 
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b — % * Pg E 4 . * * * 
"ay — - 77 . * * 
E. my A ' 


The WHIMSICAL enoick. 


Love you for ver ſquinting eres, „ 
45 e no on Wt, | ot 14 
aden t 


agen 
py e367 £7, * 2 


. 


There 3 room on either Ale to bit. 
And ne'er offend the 2 


; I love you RFI your pudding Tg 4 2 
If you a taylor Ng 
We need not fend to France for big, 


Well at you with a . 


2 en 1 
n r note, 5 
The feature's ne'er che wars; 
I find the metal * the face, 1 
„ wanted In che 8 ES 


— 4 


I love you * 122 rotica teeth, 
A fine _new- ancy'd grace "oh 
You wear black patches be, the mouth, 
1 comungn on the = | 


* * 


4 - 


at they're for your eyes, 
for __ noſe. e 


—Z 1 | 
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- (2 FREEDOM and his NATIVE LAND. 
SUNG 4 Mrs: KENNEDY, at Vox. 
| "Written by Mr AT. 


ST | peace, and pleaſure $ melting hain, 
For ever re th circle reign? 

' Awhile the with ardour glows, 

To pay the debt that Britain owes: 

O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 


To praiſe each Vahant Son that fi 
And brayes abr. each hoſtile *. 
For Freedom nd his native Land. 


6 The Soldier ſeeks a diſtant as 5 
The Sailor plows the boiſt'rous main; 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 
The labour theirs,—the pleaſure yours: 
Then change i awhile your ſoft delights, 
To praiſe each valiant Son that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile _ 

For Freedeewhand His: -native Land. 


Le wealthy, who. a "> 

Enjoy within your gay retreats, | 

Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhore, 
| Whence, unmoleſted, ſprings your ſtore ; 

And. change awhile your ſ. ole delights, 

To praiſe each valiant Son that tights, | 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 

For Freedom and his n Land. 


Yo ſwains who haunt the mady grove, 
Ang tranquil breathe your vows of love, 
ho hear not war's tremendous voice, 
Bu t in the arms of. peace rejoĩce: 


* 5 Change, 
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Change, change white your ſoſt delights, 
To naſe —4 valiant Son that! fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
n * 
TER in this frolle can, 
OE > muſſes fprightly ſtrain, 
And wild with pleafure's -airy round, 
Bad flowing bowls: with love be * 
Amid your ſom, dear deligh 155 
Remember bim who dolce Robe, * 


And braves abroad: each hoſe bahd, 
For . and his native Land. 
* Lb 3 2 | 3 144 , 
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1 WING GANG We rer. _ 
: £ it 317 2 5 
set ge hg Mes Mis ura 7 


duo. n w W . 


41 [et 119 

'&en, 
e . op 4 . 
Hi See 1 55 bang 0 er 8 


wantons; ig, his fen,, \"_ 
= td. with ſndw.-Areps bay; compare, 


- His breath with -new-mown hay. 
nie s bonnieſt where the bonny come, 
And dan 8 OIL 


Gang down d, 
61 1 burn r me; Au * 


1 Lend what he'd be at, and = 
rel 1 


25299781 tits) 
I win, 5 1 wat 


an 1 'N 5 


. 
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K to the wimpling burnie 1, IS | FY 


„Ihe won to waſh my. claiths, , 


The bonnz lad his winſome ute 


Tunes o'er the neighb'ring — 7 
At e'en as hame I do return, 

Frae milking mighcs's.ky,.. | 
IIe'lI lack, 721 glen aer the n., 


lom k; 


ng. down VL GWE i 
en d What he ibe at, and I 


e gage, er —_— 1 


113012 mA 


If ewes * 4 ; Hong he'lt hound his dog, 


And feteh. them Sac; che glen, 
He'll tent the wathers to the trowe, 


r 9 l 


He'll rib 5 7 tk B9 5 
rig A; 5 
He'tl Al pi Rh HY row, | 


” 142 
* 


$0020 
wi 


9 
. * * 


I'm bonni: 


S8 e wr 25 


Hout Hh 2 
A nf os 
6 1 | «7 Mens 411 


4c Ja ten e 1 1895 2 211 


O 3 NI Wok? 
v6. 5 HL). 
x9'by a 


a . ae 


— i Bede : . 


The mülts all r 
128 me dejected and forlorn, 
Who can deſcribe y woe? 


But 
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But pot the fung warm begins could-chear, | 
| Nor hills tho' c'er ſo green; 


Unleſs my Damon ſhould appear, 
To beautify the ſcene. : 


The crane adeta. and pathleſs wales, 3 
Digjoin my love and me; r 
The pining bird his fate bewails, 
On yonder leafleſs tree! 
; But, what to me are birds or brooks, | 
Or any joy that near? | 
Heavy the lute, and dull mm books, 
While Damon is not her 
The Laplander, who half the year, 
Is wrapt in ſhades of night, 
Mourns not, like me, his winter drear, 
Nor wiſhes more for light: 
But what were light, without my love, 
Or objects e&'er fo fine? © 
The flow'ry meadow, field, or grove, 
If Damon be not mine? 


2 Each moment, from oy * away, 5 


1 Is » Jong 3g age * 2 
bee bes br Lu 


O haſte, and bring him. to my arts, 
Nor let us ever 

My breaſt ſhall beat no more ee 

83 1 — * ** 


4 * * 4 * 
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TAR" YOUR au er ABOUT. 


But now it's. ſeantly wort 


+ > 4: 2 th 2 „ 


33 Favudrite\ Scots we. 


49 ; r * 


N winter when * rain yn cauld, 
And froft ved ſnaw off Nka hill,” 
And Boreas,” Wi his" bfaſts Be bauld, 
Was threaGuing a“ our ky: t Ki: * 
Then Bell, my wite, wha Ic es tae 18 
| She aha? to me ri*hf baff, fray 
| 7 goodman, five Crottite's fe, 
| tak” your, ald cloak about ye. 


O Dell, why doſt thou 3 and Gm, 
Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin; | 
It is ſo bart und overwern, 8 
| A cricke he "thereon 3 rin : 2 
Then In nag langer borrew n or lend, 
For ance 1K new. apparelbd be; 
To-morrow Il to wy and ſpend, 
For FIL ha'e * we” cloak - nr me. 


* 


My Cromie is an wheful 1 

And ſhé is come df 7 To 
Aft has the wet the hairns's mou”, 

And tom Uh why ther hk He , 
Get wp, = 
The fun' Niinled Fr 5 — dae lie; 

Sloth never mide '# us. end, * 4 N 
SGae tak Tour au Aa t Je. % 


My cldak was aa. moo grey cloak, 
When it was fitting, ff my wear; 


a groat, 
For I ha'e worn t this th rety year: 


bo >. | | Let's 


: | Ta days when our King Robert rang, 


Ie * ns, 
e hietle ken the day we'll die; 
Then Tn de proud, fince. 4 hate ſworn 
To ha'e za new cloak about me. | 


His trews coſt him half-a-cr 
He faid they were à groat o'er 
And ea'd the taylor thief and lown 

He was the King that wore à crown, 

And t᷑hou' rt a man of laigh degree, 
"Tis pride puts à the country down, - | 

Sac tak wy ** cloak about cg 


Ev'ry land has its ain lough,, * 7 
x kind of corn it has its Be 
I think the witld is 2 run wrang, | 
When — cn wall. ride; 
Do you not fa Jock; and Hab, 
Ass they are girded 'pallantly, 4 
While 1 be Nuklen in the aſe? 2) 
Tu hae 4 mew cloak about me. 
ni 1 wat alis ny W 
Since ue did mme anither ken; 
And we hae had between us twa, 
O' lads und bon laſſes ten: 
Now they are.wonicriigrown and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they "Þ 
— 4 good; huſband, 
a ee a pa ye." 
pon gh 12 * 425 2 "79 7 
Bell, 21 ſhe:Jo'es * nie. El 
Fry to maintain an 2 l Rn! 
F 8 08 
# #3. 524 - .-:;1\Nought's 


3 
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Nought's to be 5 n 
3 u ge her 'a! the plea 
Pl leave aff where 1 

"ID tak my uud cloak about me. 


coLiN and. Dorry. EF 
SUNG at the THEATRE - in NewcasTLr, 


by Mr JEFFRETYS.: | 


HE hek proclaige'd return 4 morn, 
When Dolly tripp'd acroſs the lawn ; 
» Colin follow'd with his _ 
She went to fill her | 
He lov'd,—and begp'd ſhe'd hear him now, 
She anſwer'd-—ſhe muſt milk her w_ 1 1 
MIlk her cow, —milk her cor, 
She anſwer'd, the nnuſt wille her con. 7 47 
+. A}. 7 ger Wa; ©. 
He Sighing, youth he: 1ov'd-her mort, 
Than ever — di 


d.nymph before; 

With rapture prais'd her blooming 1 

And claſpd the fairwone ih his arma: 

She bade him keep his diftance nor, 
Nor hinder her to mi her c, n 

- Milk ny age on _ 3 | 


- Jon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 
All, with their added bn ieee 

| Then begg d fh# would dame allo; f 

She anſwer'd, the wen n wee DX 

Mun her cow milh h& %%% 


Sus unfwer'd, ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


* 0 — 
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"He 75 
And to the ch 

bn dukes — 8 not ra 108 

irs 2 > Milk n cow, 0 id - 
| But quite forgot ue mill ber che. 


4 Kt u con K Nn 


n 0 


e he ARI WOMAN. * 
„ by Mrs WRIGHTEN, at . 


i e e af +>... 3 4 


hy dal ptr vat my Falls, 


I ſaw all thei 
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hgh 166+ 0g 4 a 


1 * 
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| CUPHYs'RECEUITING SA rr, 
"OH * Mr. ISFFREYS, * ne 


7. 


p 1 „ier rie. >” A 58 | 14 
OM, Pophgs! Ide, ſo fam d of old, I come, 


he raiſe Reeritsy with. merry fiſt aud drum; 
he 4 Beagty!hercs Dy ae, Invites - . 


EY nymph and — NEE to taſte t he ſweet delights : 
Obey the cal, and ſeck the happy land, 


Where Coptain/Cypid hears the ole command. 
„ i Ae 227 yi DAT? 


+. nymphs àtid ye Frahm, N 8 een and 


Attend nd tothe cam Hae 
- = ug oft 


1 havy ty * N 


8 2 EITT. | 
10 ile Taka of 8 
Where eee ap Weener Gyre 


Each nymph o . fails pr a wife, 
Shall — 1 3 for hfc ; 


ound IIs ws} 
[ Eve . clas RN ka. 
11 . 1076 . KT = 200 ot 


3 Cupid is e 


the Queen. 15 $1 
bn Ho his mind, 
: Let HIS and n 
F cati biete in ier Be, n 29915 e 
With a kind, loving wife, 


More 
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More beautiful n ever ſeen; 

| Then'hafſte, her us rote, 5151/5 1% yi” 

Taths End ef- bere, voy us 2 
Fes ho — 


Each nymph 28 Grni — Y nkg 


5 We cach ens 
And taſte ſuch Ran N as never yet was bees, ; 


'T6 the Tee a T e 


en SO is e the . Hs 


. 


ocRET to ＋ ATR. 


WAs · in the eee ney, 
When! Na . 
Taugbt birds to 


To hail the — fair; 0 
| Young Jockey, emily in the "Hott; 4 \N | 
Aroſe and tript out Her the enz 85 al 
| 1 5 J unday*s eat the youth ITN 
Jenay' vow'd 3 ec = 
k 


kt Jockey” the FR” '3. 55 e1 2 
* NN +$ 3 Lees. 1 
The chearful- pariſh=belts 5 dee. 
With eager ſteps he trudg'd aloh 
A flow'ry garlarid#®rouwnd hit h T 
Which ſhepherds us'd to wear 
He tapt the window, Haſte, my — 
Jenny impatient, ery d. Wha's there? 
Tis I, my love, and ho ohe near, 


Step gently down, you've nought to fear 
"IR Jockey to the Fair. 


My 
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it Bo 


| My dad and » fat:aflrens 5.) 
Bae wil ' ror eb oy = | 
r , 
A act year you feat? 
And will ou ever conſtant prove? 
1 —_— the Pow'ty above? 


And uc er deceive; m . 
Vogal ow doubts, 24-3 + — «eg love, 
Er hal | 


With joy * met, the 0 71 
- Their gay companions, blithe and young; 
Each join'd the dance, and each * dong, 
To hail. the pagpy pair 
None there return'd blithe 22 they, 
» bleſs'd the kind, 1 4 
hen lovely Jenny ran away. is 
= * With Jockey tn he Fi, eh 


. 9 ” 
" . 4 
& % 
kel | 
4 - 
"IC. * 2 
A # * 1 
Lf 
- 

® — 
* 


The 


* . 


| = | 7 x 1 ; 2 * 
TH/NOLITESINGHRR. 33 
N 


= ons of wits. 
24 . for prey or praiſe; 


ET. 
1 * 2 2 . de the raiſer's with ; 


Poo: hola Rady qbeir days, 


Ang glpttons-glapy.in cheir di: 
'Tis wine, „pure wine, revives the foal, 


; e ee deri. 


Let minions, marſpal cv'ry hair, 
Who. in a layer's. Jook, -- = "hi 
- And. 4 Ours wear; | 
re wige is native red and white. 
Tis "vine, * wine, &c.. - - 


Hat <7 12 IS) | 
"1 The backward, ſpfit it makes brawez ; 
„ That ieh which, r 5 I 

Opens, t heart that loves 4 ſave, | 9 

And kindneſs flows from cup N 


| * vine, en 1 . 


men wait yon S e health, 

wo rp a e and ſome a punk; 

segen en want Wit, and athers wealth, . 
ut they want. thing who are druaR. 


o200000008008DM05h00599 e DE I 4 
The EwE with the CROOKED: HORN. 1 
0 Were 1 able. le rehearſe | * 
| My Evey's. in prober verſe! 
Id found it out 2s loud znd fierce, 

As ever Pipers Jovi: ROE" blaw, 
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| And now-tny daddy has a fl 


The Ewey with the vows, 5 
Wha had kent her v have Foes, 
Sic a ewe was never wa 54 

| "Here about nor far awa'. 8 1 


; She teither Rettet tab nor 


o mark her neither hip nor 
Her eevole horn did —_— 


To ken her by amang 2 


She neither threaten'd ſeed mur rot, 

But keepit ay her ain jog-trot, 

Baith to tha fahl ang e the cox ; LE 
Was neither ſwere to lead nor ca. 


Cauld nor hunger never dang her, 
Wind nor weet con'd never wrang her, 
| Ance ſhe lay an owk and langer, 
Forth aneath a wreath of ſnaw. 


When other ewes. lap the dyke, 
And eat the kall fra the tyke, 
dy: Bat never; play d the like, 
But ting'd about the A ” 


A better nor a chriftier beaſt, 

Nae honeſt man cou'd well ha wilt; ; 

For, filly thing, ſhe- never miſt, 
Still ilka year 2 lamb or wa. 


The Sri the: Dad. gabe 2 26g 
To be to him a kind of ſt _ TY 


'Of mare thap thraty hea 


5 I looked ay at eren ſor ber, 
Leſt Lacey ſhould come or her, 


; ——O 


- 
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N Or che Poul Nec 2 ker, 


if A un . pe 


But et i ab bor, Y geepi 30 0 
(Wh "can, it withqy eins! 
We Ne POR free 

And" * 's Horn as 1 
2 


I fought ber fru the ink; 

And down beneath dhe buſh of 1 

I fand my Ewey's cyooked 5 

But my Emey, was 3 * . 

But gig: E had the leon. that 4 it, l 

I ha ſworn as/well as ſaid it, f 

Tho' & the ward ſhop/diforbid "a 
--— een e 3 
0 es feed of erage ah 6 
As ewies e grow auld _ 1 
It wou'd wt cb os oben W 27 1 
Sac lain a her to nane oft . 


e 8.2. ap pore = wary 
FH. e . 


i K _ 22 . 
Nl r 
* 5 3 
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From the GENTLE — Sina Hate, 


Y Peggy is 2 voung thing, 

Juſt enter'd in her teens, | 

Fair as the day, mid feet as May 
Tair as the day, 'ald always gy: 


My 7 eng. be et A 


N Let well -L like t6 mect her at - 
3 "The wanking of the fac. + 


dry Peggy ſpeaks ſac = 7 
Whenc'er we meet freed. 8 
T viſh nae mair to him care, 

1 _ nac Nair of —— 


Peggy ſpeaks: fie foectly, © 
Born lf ES 


1 
1 3 


My rar Sec hiady, 
Whede er 1. 1 * 3.4 
That 1 look down, on a 
That Lok Jown a upon 


177 iT | / 
As auking; of the n "= © 


* 


1 y 1 „ l 
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FROM-$n SANE. -rnns Fear" 
n Lane £4 #5 
1 TEES 


Berk pe A SG 
nin 13 ten ier 
he? is . 'n WIT He ta Eing. | 
muy ps ies). 1: hk Sos = þ 
Laft night 1 mer him an a hawk, i 
| Where yellow: corn — - 1 5 1 
There mery'/a'kindly word be ſpak, 
That ſet my heart, a-glowing. 
He kiſs'd; and vow'd he wad mine, | 
; And Iced me beſt of ny © 
Ther gars me; like to; fing.tinfync, 
O corn rigs are bc bonny. 8 


d 


Let maidens 455 
Refuſe © what mai re wanting; | 

Since We Mi eltiin Ire delign'd, 

We chaſtelß Male" de granting: 

Then PN cop 1 7 and marry Ne, | 
And en 

He 8 f e air Or” late, 


en corn rigs * dong. 


| ab u. era by Bay. 


OCKY Lu ts Jenny, —Jenpy, wilt thou dot? 
Neꝰ er a fit, quo Jenny, for my tocher good, 
For my tocher good, I winna marry, tec, - 


 F'en's ye my quo Jocky, ye may let it be. 1 4 


1 


Til make — fire; n 
2 wings tak” me, Lean tet * de. 


un faid 20 Jockey gin ye winna tell, 
Te ſhall bethetad) FW Whothe ſb myſell 3 
3 and Pm'a Rflf free, 


n r erer ler ns be. 


N 
+4 47 JY - 


| FROM the SAME, ah jda FARCE. 
SUNG by BAULDY: 


3 Wiz laſt the wind unroof'd =, 
* When e up t at ; 


= Ant nerd in che a” night, Pry 
b& Tou, 2 8 A 


I telt you ar He + < 
- You got the blame 0 LENS N 


. 5 2 


| If farmers? wa a milk — 5 
2 "FF ſhepherd lads their Jaſſes HOWE” * 
i; chairs are ſmaſſi d, if ſtpels S 
To N or 3 2285 1 


Tou, Goody, y 


r 


| And the ane dready Jen e Ser 


* .. , 
* 0 . 
- *. 9 * + OT 2 


AULD, ROBIN. nay. 


4 Scotqh Sang, 


| 1 25 


* 1 
— % 4. + ww 


oe Jamie lied me. woel, he woe'd me-for 
bis bride, _. 3 
But ſaving a crown, he had-naithing ciſe beäne, 
To make that crown'2 * und, my Jamie went to 
fea} == 6447'Þ [DIS tri I Hig 
And the cen and e ound were baith for me. 
He had: ns been pass bait = year and a dy, 
—— en our CO Was n. 
r ue Kit *. 2 
My ascher de ail Gekyand/Jamic tt the fra, 
And Auld n Gray came a- courting to me. 


"dy ther, der mork, nor my wither cout * 


1 rig and aight but their bread-F-cou'd na. 1 


Auld Reb maintain thera b. alt b and v3 
his eye, 
Said, Jenny, for their Des din you n 


» 


4344 THOFOLITE SINGER. 


My heart it faid.ne —Hodle'd. for Jamie back; 
But the wind jv Samy wh high, nd: the-fhip it was 
wreck; ..... Shi td eg: mer 


And why To 


a wreak | did die 7 
1 live r 


— 
She look' d in my — <1 — * to 3 
So they gave to be hand, be my heart was at 


Avl Au Bevin 0 40 * ee 


+1, Tha mai beck u wise but welle oni four, 
When fitting fac at bur ain door, 
F I faw my Jamic $ wreath, but I cou'd na think it he, 


; Im be fad, 1 am come back to marry thee." 


— 8 
** 


oh fair did we greet, and melkle did ve ſay 1* 
> Wetockap ki, and we tore ourſelves away: 
I with I was dead i- but S 


And why: do L live-to- fy wars me ö; 


gang llike:aghaiſk} and} wars nuth<ſþid 5 

I dare na think un Jamie, for that would be a ſin: 
But Pl do my beſt a gude wife, to he, 
e Robin — nee come. 


* 
* TR 
WA a 


The. Britiſh Lien g 
And oel his meim; . 0 * 
While the who fr hike Kad und 
| And dreaded to beiſeen. . 10 1 


But now behold 2 21.4 


: 231 vs * * 1 
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2 1 our anchors weigt'd; 
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et 
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Great Gronge c nd; : it. n be do; zag ! 
* n 414 beta woY 


frag M 
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ppers run with nn $ 45 
The — 736. mack Manſion pe -amey 


A rac ws os, K- > 
prize 0 "every fo 2 4 
; And he bark 1 — e 8 = 


: "7 — af 14 wT. 
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Demmin een. $47 
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55 And th ladies command you to K, - 


Nor Hero 'bl: 


To th — e "tie book Tok has, 6c bey ho; 3 
Should = monſter 7 blaſter br huff, 
We're determin'd, gem. con. that roms forcheads 
..--:. Gal Ae nen 22157 | 
But 2 word to che wiſe is enough. 


Theſe: uren; 
But! ſtill [el yok ebe lacking, 

As our dernier reſtſt, this refofve Malk be nam'd, 

Which, egad! will Sr een alt packing, — 


8 Well the breech! aſſume, . tis 
| dude Lo 5 . * 


5 determine, — maids, n and wires; ; 
Firſt we'll march, beat or ee back . 
beat 1ou— * 5 


| Aye, and wear em the reſt of our lives. 
FRIEND 
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FASENDSH 12 {A Fay@urize Bong: 


Bat empty 


Tee ir pd > to off, ad; ad poi 
: mom ly p 
No ug: Ki: dub nne. 7 217 


th dae 
How Arent from this. doth true friend p 


,, FF) . 1 — „ 4 


APPEAF'5 
In all change or ſtate, 


oF * b, 
4944 


he will ually 1 
1 . diſtreſsd; 
| . i 
' not at caſe ? 


Myra, all friendthip diſtain, 


u b EB <H 016% 


ches abend us vines ee ice, 
I I'd neh than vnd grow ed in a trice ; 
0; boy Jawa piogkey;/h 1 


24 l Alen ad are * 
8 5 Nl , 
pat of 41 60 that I had ; 
— ar fy ve Sir—but off they might hop, 
1 5772 — — 
Hey 1 þbe ds ob 
ae 
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S = "wing 5 4% nene, 
5 1 2 my. crowded 
” Wine was by God's 


23 A „ Aaidatlis indy, 1 vill maintain, 
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But quigkl got-ſo- d thit d 
PL, tumble Gum: the theome, fr: 511 1 
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her ney ö 
te Ter d 4 
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0 he 1. 1 S. + g * 


To A all W utes kao 
1 1 * 4 


2225 about de bos, . * 
He dau wis -Al t Chetheitt Wyl, 
I woe for: be theft em; 4 iT 
_ With ngierue Wige Grank until 
He flept in Abraham's boom. 
rz: * 41 r r ir, SN. 
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% Nee, 


Far Be Ladd ature We at? 


e cr. could: 
Bux Mary 2 8 
They, . 


Now beds 2. "a 2 lint- 


—Z A 


4 4" 


l v | 
ol ! 407 av o 1'wed IM Yor 
Hallen r 1% i band be. 
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cross 


CO or 8 
e cial 
0g. bade dy Vic "tide 


hen — do mount, and . 4 blow ! 
Dr b entre Uf ecke 5 


No dangereelnr:affiight 20vy* 2h 


No cneniy-finliipibe: > 42a 0. 
We'll nkerthe! Menſicurs % 


* the cm abo. 


6 4444 123 V. 4 22. 


22 : 
- 6 IWR (IMC ect t ev 11 2 


„eee . 
„„ rota a va ae wn 


"R * 


— (INGER. 335 
Sung bn Fargeaf BRITONS: STRIKE HOME. 
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Pray vat is become. of dat mighty Jean B 
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"rar propa a 09 
 - » The bird from Indian groves 


4: be 
ov toe 07k; i Terz D 200 


| Then ber treat yon witleſs beau, 
uh ehr 
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mw CAL rue 
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thou the fond Wafd difbun) 
2 Mn eee 


E Aid A 
aid een winds i 
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Then! | 
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etzt dz roy nn A bid nod 


Yov're ae narand is. 
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THOMAS the: BLACRSMITH Sens 
2 v3 * ©" Cuniberlahd Dialek. 


cnc 
| rte n 
„ Tae ane cine Rige are bn. 7 
WY eta in df 2 ap 
O® Thomas is 4 Blackfmith dvuſe, 
His temper ne er was muddy; 
He has a- breath like Spaniſh juice, 
A. race: ne:aedfd bs Andy ©.) + bo.” 
He's able-ſhoulder'd, middle ſize, ti *. 
Wund lovehos in thiw': „ 
Like fizzing ſparks are his twen N 
Wheneer to me hes talking 


| Laſt nest 1 ft on his Mop hearth, TOW 
Whore yarking :fires- were glowing, _ 
While he, top-full. of: luive and n - 

' Stude by the \ bellows blowing: 54 
He laugh'd, and CO {wore by i Jing, 
He kd · me beff. oft onny * 8 

Which makes me oft' delight to ting, 
8 The  bleraing: fires are uma. M12 
| FN vs 1 
Let lifes of4s iprociier- kind, | 
Refuſe their . 
But W my ſong, d have no mine 
To bs like! travghty milles- {7 | 
Then marry let him kiſs and hug; 
* welcome is my Tommy, 
To me my feare — lug do big, 
V hore deer fires: are dong v. 


n The 


No XI. 1 


— 


362 The -POLITE | SINGER. 


The CONSTANT MA'FD: * 


WEEIT are the c of her 1 love, 


More fragrant than the, damaik role, 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove, 


Gentle as winds when Zephyr: blows, 


| Refreſhing, as deſcending rains 


4 


To ſun· durnt climes 2 2 * 
2 16h * 5 
True as the necdle to the- pole, —T 
Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, F 
Whoſe ſwelling tides - dbey! * moon 3 
From every other charmer free, 


My life and love ſhall follow the- 


The lamb the n thyme duns, 
The dam the tender kid purſues; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bow rs 
Of verdaut ſpring, her note 'renews : 
All“ follow what tliey moſt N | 

As I purſue r foul's Line. 


Yen <6 7 

Nature: muſt 8 beautcous face, 

And vary as the Seafons riſe; 

As Winter to the Spring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of Autumn flies: 

No change on Love me Seaſons bring; 

Love air, wy r | 


* 4 21 1 


Makes lofty oaks and -cedars | 
"= marble ones of and walls: of braf: 
In his rude march he levels. low : 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, | 

Love from the ſou! can ne'er divide. 


Neat! 
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Death only with his cruel dart, 
| The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the: bleeding heart, 
To mingle, with the bleſt above; 
Where knuwn. to all his kindred train, 
He tinds a Jaſting reſt from pain. 


: ne 

Love and his Keren the, Soul, | 

Twin-born from heaven together came; 
Love will the univerſe controul, 

When dying Seaſons. loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall ²m his r, 
When Thom ahn 


SWEET ANN II. 
LWEET Annie ſrae the ſea-beach came, 


Where Jocky ſpeed the veſſel's fide ; 
Ab} wha can keep/their heart at hame, * 
When Jocky's toſt aboon the tyde. 
Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs, 2» 
Yet Fl be true as he has been; 42 
And when ill laſs about him thrangs, 4 
ED . on ee n I 


4 


1 met ener) [lard dn. 
Wil 'gou'd in hand he tempted me; 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling een, 
And made — what he'd _ 
What tho''my ts N 
__ Toſt up and down — wein, , 
In keep my beat anſther Uay, 


Since Jocky may returm again. 
Hb 2 
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eee 


Will ves in edeofribek 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie! ſing nae mair, 7 50 
And fairly caſt your pipe away; 
My Jocky wad be troubled fair) 1 
To ſee his friend hid love Betray : 
For a' your ſangs and verſeSate van, 
While Joey's notes do faithfui* flew, ©: 2 
My heart to him ſhall true remain, Keg D 
Il . it for ay conftant' Je. i og: 7” $4 


* — 47 z : . k * 


Blaw fafe, iy gales ! — 8 hed; 


And gar your!waves'be eam and ſtill: „ 2 
Ilis hameward Gail wiflt breezes breezes ſpeed, W 1 
And dinna a“ my pleaſure ſpill: 1 —1 


What tho' my Jocky's far away, 


Yet he will braw in fffler ine 


I'll keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jockey may "gain be date. 


Nen 14 
br 10D -LY. LE TON. 
* ö 22 25 £1.21 wy 
E heavy hours . paſt, | 
That part my love: and mes 
My longing: eyes may hope ar laſt, 
Their auly. with 40: es: *, ic: 1-211 


But how, my Delia, will you meet 


The- man pon ef lee long: 


Wilk-love: igqall hr ues, beat; 


og r "1 
3 WESLEY * Ions - ” it LY 
declice: * 2 4 70. 


our heift ag fill the ſame # 7 


And heal cachridh amian arg 11 
Our fears — & Fe 
us, 
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Thus, Della, thus 1 paint the ſcene, 
When ſhortly we ſhall meet, | 


And try what yet remains, between, 
Of loit'ring time o — 


Bug, if the a0 Gat fooths my mind 
Shall falſe and groundieſs prove; 

Tf I am doom d ar length to find 
You have forget to ei 

All Jof Venus afk is this,— 
No more to let us join; . 

But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 

_ To DiF,—and think you mine. 


T Like the Man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 
1 Is gen'rous and refin'd ; 
Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 
With * and honor join c. 
The oak, by 'woodbines/ on the plain 
Encompaſs d and carefs'd, 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its reign, 
Nor is more Abr dreſs'd. 


The frothy ſous of 1 vice and how, 
Like hagows and like noiſe, - 
Hare nothing in themſelves, we know, 
' 'That ſober ſenſe enjoys : 
But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaſts both car and ae! ; 
While ev'ry thing that virtue fears, 
Can give 10 truce delight. 


Hh z 
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vornrrzjen, and Are. 
„Axcirarivz. 1 Mind 

MPHITRION and his bride, a godlike pair! 
A He brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair; 
On throney of gold; in purple triumph 
With — 2 fplendor held the nupti feaſt : 
Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
Enraptur'd, thus the happy Hero 18: 


Alx. Was mighty. Jore ending, 
Ia all bis wrath divine, 

Enrag, at my pretending, I 
'To call this charmer mine : 

His ſhafts of bolted. thunder 
With boldneſs I'd deride; 

Not MHeav'n itſelf can: funder 

SE „The bearts that Love uo » 


Ree. ITATIVE, © 


The Thund''rer heard, —he look d Sith ven- 
geance down, 
»Tihbeszuty's x difarnyd his af! frown: 
the magic impulſe of Alemena's eyes 


Compelbd the conquer d Gyd to quit his ſxies; 


— 


He feign'd the huſband's form, poſlels'd her charms, 
And puniſh'd H1S 4 axe, gs in HER arms. 


Ain. He deferves wblimeſt, pleasure, 


Who reveals:.it. nat, when; won : 
| Beauty s like the miſer's traſure; 
Boaſt it and the foo ,undone ! 
Learn: by this, unguagded Joper, 
- When «your ſecret 1 
Not to let your tongue diſcover 
„ that * mould conceal. 


The 
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7 


a e 8 re AMORE BHADE: - 


; ER day as I ſat in the Sycamore ſhade, 
Young; Damon came whiſtling alon 


1 frembled—I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid! 


And my heart caper'd up to my tongue : 


Silly heart, I- ery'd, fie | What a fluter is here!] 


Young Damon deſigns you no ill z. 


The ſhepherd's ſo civil, you've e . fear, 


Then Prythee, fond urchin, ig ſtil 


; Sly a drew near, and, knelt p LS at, my feet, 


One kiſs he demandęd No more! 


But urg d the ſoft e yich,ardour fo ſweet, 


412 4435 SWEET « 


My lambkins I've 


1 could not ed nina ore : Blond. 
d, and no e ever oyn 
play'd on hang ch 5 


Many times as we 


_ - But Damon's dear ud weh heart gallop round, 


Nor would the nd urchin lie ; ſtill. 
When the ſun blazes "fiedre, to the eee ſhade 
For ſhelter, Ln MN to. repair; bs 


_ Aus virgins, in m no bedr 


Altho the by e © 8 bare, 


At ewry fond 
My heart may 2 if it win 


There's ſomerhing fo ſweet i in the buſtle it makes, 


IR EFFEY bid it lie fi 


9 
man 30 


4 
194. 


W . . 77 
PO 4 1 A unk village; by miruts copvpleat, 


retreat, 


There 44 A prot laſs of ſo Newry a mien, 
As ſeldom at balls or at courts e be ſeen: : 


The 
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The feet. damaſk rofe was full blown on her : 
SF "9 
The Ul: difplay'd alt its white on her neck; | 
The lads of the village all' trove to affail, +» 
And call'd her i in raptures ſweet Nan of the ne: | 


Firſt young Hodge ſpoke his pation un quite out 
of breath, 


Crying, wounds | [ he cou'd hag her and kifs her to 
death; 

And Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſeſs'd, 
That he [bathed his food and abandon'd his reſt: 
But ſhe cou'd find nothing in them to endear, 

So ſent them with 4 flea in their ear, ; 
Aud ſaid no'fach boobies cou'd tell a love tale, 
Or bring to — — ſweet Nan of the Vale: * 


Till young Roger the ſmarteſt of all the bly green, 
Who lately at London on a frolick had been, 


Came home much improv'd in his air and addreſs, 


And baldly attack d 


, not fearing ſueceſs: 

Fe fad besten farm fivh pipe lips to be kif'd, 
And preſs d her ſo cloſely , the cou'd not reſiſt, 
And thew'd the dull — ch the right way to aſſail, 


ACHE ls nene Nan of the Vale. 
BEAUTY FA IR QUEEN. 


1 * 


S 
m_— 


i 
. 1 " ” 
* * 
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The pleaſures of drinking henceforth 8 


F ot Ls t th 
Then e het Elie fßs e wales 


"Tis the meprion of Chloe that nab 25 28271 F 


9 ** bene i h ra ey ſen Inf bans” wy 
And the mo ohh raghnes the . . * 1 


But the — 1 her temper and mind 1 adore; ; 
 Thefe, virtues ſhanl. hixſs e when We eye 
1 16 _ S637 206/19 il ar i534 
How, happp apr 295 when with: love we engag 1 
Tis. the t portdifiyouth; tis the comfort of age 17 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 
Wine ticklexthe taſte; love enraptures the ſoul. 


Let DoS oft rr et ooo I 0: AT HOT 4 


an Wop a bs Fete hm Nqwer iR cio: | 


= 'Q "AP By" 
The longer I drink, the more thirſty · am 4 * 
From Hi ful denken, vac pn ray good Arend 

Tos re a to K ind drink to no end. © 

hs abt e&: Yori ei on 18 N vtblof zx 7 
Pour — horde wha PAViAh 

But how foolilh'yeu look When V 


* 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet I on 


l, 25 1 3 3011 


50 Nay, the Stajes muſt own 


is the 
28 x - $924 bas 0 hank: $4 
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TT 2 4 (if le 5 

But Nöllan, 125 We Ives tra 1055 195 15 1 42D 4 

Aue Tn ue bl 58 Bo 8 | 
e wed nin t 1's In + 468 0 * 
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ö | . Fj: 1017; 1 . * — + 10 
| | Merry Momus t then roſe, and. bege's they 


5 An enus L declar'd, if 
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JO VE: D-E:CREF..: 


[ 


PHE peer. bens from! Greece 


And: Laer ne lecke i in x NY "of 2 Rome; 
love, willing to ar her where long ſhe might ſtand, 
Turn'd * Fey” round _—_ to examine each land. 


Derry d donn, Ke. 


With 40 — Nieteu Ahe white ball 
And weigh'd in his balance the merits of all; 
Then quickly determin'd—that England alone 
Was the ſpor well enen W throne... 

= is 4 1 N 4 
S0. inſtant convening. the De wounds > 
He told them a dwelling for Freedom he'd fougd ; 
1 each God would ſome bounty im- 


ren. from whenge Liderey ace, ould depart 
Then Mars bolaty ſtepe b — his miſtreſs's ade, 3 
And ſworg that the” Britons: in var ſhould prefille; 
While Ar A et that each. W 


O nb ec * 


Juice | 
For the oy = of true Engliſhmen he ould produce 


they old 


Z admi 
: He'ini hit t AA e tham 2 ics e e Arte win 
twas pleaſing to Jove, 
5he cop wiſh to make England the empire of L dye. 


To render compleat all the blflngs now paſt 
And provide that they to 


It was inſtant reſolꝰ d that a toaft ſhould be © So, 
; Anddrank in a bumper by each one in heav'n. 


The 


The words of ih 


* 
— 


; Fur with = folly, his fuit he gave er : 
: —_— 'd.that 9 is more, 


| ry rove with. ul ezutloit to! Ferpefrom the net, 
But 
Sue 5 eto his glances, the fgh'd Ne ſighs, | 


., 


Alas poor "Colin f heh put to the teſt, 
Himſelf and his a prov d both but her jeſt. 


| Hy Famy—gay, young, unaifeted; and Fair ; = 4 
When ſhe tung, 1 he had merit, and love took his 


Wich joy they fubmittel” to Hy mens decree, 3 
And now are as N kappy ean n be. . 3 


li: klein en 


E 
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Koaſt, 54 it ſtahds on record, 
We're with Britons together $eora, 

By you enen the yotr AnlFalways'be! far'd, 
And with wine, enen woman, inceſſantly chear'd.” 


Eil At © t0 quart? e 


Then let eech Sun df bre dem, whe 6 thefe git, 


Prod * 030% H 107 7 * 

Fin his gfafs to the brim in the liquor he loves; 
And j lies mg hal A Confuſon tq thoſe, 
n, are till Engines S * 


14 5 n A* 18 


on Gal Gab rye Mean, the Prude, | 
(755 . 5 or 2 Es. the cry d he was 


'Tho! he with devotion, ſome eaſe for his ain, 
NO got notRing bar frowns und ain. 


5 TOR: = 
e 2. er hw 


(hip * ht him,. —a ini gd Cog uette! = 


And N bis 10 Ss the language of eyes: 


Dy che e ird ke beak hd in the foare ; 


04. "8 2% 4 fn Ld =$43:- 4 


Part, 
She dallyd no Ton gere bur; vieldcd her heart), 


„ 


* 


2 


14 in I caper id, an 


| The l as grave as an owl, 
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As the caſe! d of. beautꝝ ſ ens d fad 0 
The Prude and Coquette — two :ahted 21d — 
Now their. e all ebene he. cheyire- 


14 24» #/ 


For tranſ ports untaſted * 2 moments misf} bn | 


., Ye virgins, 5s Ar. im m | 
And fix the fond youth 2 192 


eee eee N 


By FY AIR or by F O' U'L 


\ Twelvemonth agone, when TY liv'd wi my 
father,, 

By delving and ditching I earned my bread ; 

L role with the ſun, for no mortal was gladder, 


And ſoundly I flept when I went to my 
ke gh, 


t length. of 
. me a l. T3 5 wal 


and vapour d, 
d Would be at London,—by fair or by foul. 


. 


I pack d up myfelf and my cloaths in che waggon, 


For F was too proud to be 8 
- And thrice foxty ſhilling I then had to brag 
Beßide à nem watch ? at .coſt thirty 8 i 
Bye Ee ne . 
| For daſhing and daſhing, 
; .W+,rumbled and tum 


, And got up to London, —by bat cr by by foul. 


| Who there ſhould ] meet, yh Sir T "nia 8 . 
The ſelf and ſame 1 long d for to ſee; 
So, what do you 7 ekieg be advied f me to farvice, 
And I was Sir Thomas's öſfler to Tg 9 5 


ks I, aw mun try ; oh 
- Sol got it, ad rot ö 
To manage my dus ä fair or by foul. 
A 


Sz 
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4 while at the "ry I was all in amazement, 
But London I found was a comical place; 


For the lads and the laſſes, in midſt of my gazement, 


Would pull off my nab, and cry clown to my face; 


Nay, thoe-black and ſcullion would call me a cull, 


I pin'd and I Whind, 
And I coax'd em and box'd 'em, 


But could not live LY fair or by: fou?. 


Pve ſerv'd wits Themes A reickrrancmek or lon: ger— 
Ye lads in the country, take heed what ! fay 


No luncheons of dumplin, to quiet your hunger, 


No toying with maids, to paſs winter away: 


My nights are all weary, my days they are dull, 


_ So adieu, noiſy crew, _ 
For it's will you, or nitl-you, | 
III back to my abb ed fair or by foul. 


. e e S D 


A FAVOURITE COT CH SON 8. 


H tither morn, when I 8 ws 
© Beneath an aik far moaning, 
I didna trow Td fee. wy, Jo... - 
Beſide, me gain the -glowming : 
Zut he, fu” trig, lap o'er tlie 1 
And dawtfägiy did Cheer me, 
When — what trect, did leaſt . 
To ſee Bow. Ta ne er me. 


F ” 
I "s 


x" xl. . Tx i Dol 


* 
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De'il tak” the war, I, late nd air, 
Ha'e wiſh'd, ſince Jock departed ; 
But now as glad Im wi' my Lad, 

As A broken-hearted. 


Fu” aft, at cen, wi” dancing bows, 
When a were blithe and e 

I car'dna bye fas ſad wes I, | 
In abſence o' my 

But, praife be bleft, my mind's at reſt, 

_ Pm happy wi my Johnny; 

At kirk and fair, I'fe ay be there, 

And be as _ ony. 


The MILKING PAIL. 


| E nymphs and ſylvan gods, 

* That love green fields and woods, 

When pring, newly born, 1 _ adorn, 

„ flowers, and booming If 

Come {ing in the praiſe, while Hoc "IT; graze 
On yonder, pleaſant vale, 

Of thoſe that chuſe to milk. wer ewes, 

And in cold dews, with clouted * 


. To carry the milking-pail. 


You goddeſs of the morn, 
With” bluſhes you. adofn, 1 
And take the freſh air, whilſt linnets prepare 
A concert on each green thorn: _ 
The blackbird and thruſh, on every buſh, . 
If And the charming nightingale, © ,- 
n merry vein their throats do ftrain, 
To entertain the jolly train, 
Of thaſe of the milking-pall. 


: When 
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When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And flow'rs will ſpring no more, 


The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green, 
With winter's all candy'd o'er. 


See how the town laſs looks, with her white face, 
And her lips ſo deadly pale 

But it is not fo with thoſe that go 

'Fhro' froſt and ſnow; with cheeks that glow, 
And carry the milking-pail. | 


The miſs of courtly mould, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 


With waſhes and paint her Kin does ſo taint, 


She's wither'd before ſhe's old; 
While ſhe of commode puts on a cart load, 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail: 
What joys are found in ruſby groun 


—— ; 
Tomy 7 and round; nay * and found, | 
choke of the milleing-yail. | ; 


Yar girls of Venus-game, 
That venture he: and fame, 
In practiſing feats, with cold and heats, 


Make brews grow blind and N 3 
If men were ſo wiſe to value the p 


Of wares moſt fit for fate, © © . 
What ſtore of beaux would daub FIR 
To fave 2 noſe, by following of thoſe 

Who carry the milking-pail. 


The country —_—_—_' 
From fears and jealouſy, . 8 
Whilſt, upon the green, he is often ben 
With his laſs upon his knee; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her treat; 
And fwears ſhe'll ne er grow ſtale: 


> Iiz But 
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But the London lafs, in every place, 
With brazen face, deſpiſes the grace 
Ot thoſe with ee m 


N c ——— 


HUMBLE BEGGAR. 
| Jg df there liv'd a humble Beggar, 


He had neither houſe, nor hauld nor hame ; J 
But he was weel-liked by ilka bodie, 


And they gae him ſunkets to rax his wame. 


A nivefou o“ -meal, 2 hendfou of proats, 
A dawd of a bannock, or herring brie; 
Cauld parach or the lickings o plates, 
Wad make him as blithe as a beggar cou 4 be. 


His 1 wallets ahint and afore did bing, 
Inas good order as wallets could be; 
A lang-kail gully hang down by his fide 5 
And a muckle nowt-horn to cowt on bay be 


It happen n'd ill; it happen'd warſe, © 4 

Ir happet'd Tomebody „ 
And who do you think was at his late-wauk, | 
But lads and lalſes af high degree. my 


Some Were Mythe, and Tome were N 
And ſome they play d at blind-barric 1 7 
But ſuddenly up > Narted the ſtraked Carle,— 
Pl redd you, good n tent o me. 


Up ga, Ratg, that fat 10 he Ne 
Vo, kimmer, and how, do e 
Up he gat, and cad her, Ummer, 


- . 5 ? 


And ruggit and tuggit ker welken. % 
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They houkit his grave in Ducket $ Fed 
Even fair fa“ the companie! 

But when they were gaun to lay him ? the _ 
The fint adead, nor dead was he ! 


And when they brought him to Ducket's kirk-yard , 
He dunted the kiſt, the boords did flee ; 
And when they were gaun to lay him i the yard, 
In fell the kiſt, and out lap he. 


He cry'd—T'm cauld, I'm unco cauld; 
Fu' faſt ran the folk, and fu' faſt ran he; z 
But he was firſt dame at his ain ingle ſide, 
And he helped to drink his ain dradgie. 


| FOC ODOLCODOODEOVIDCO DO DID OC ICID | 


5 LARRY GROGAN. 


E rakes that are jolly, and hate melancholy, 
Who through the wide world are a-jogging ; 
In the land of good ale, did you never hear tell, 
Of that frolickſome lad, Larry Grogan? _- 
We'll ſend for ſweet Larry,-—be merry, be merry | 
Hah! there is his bagpipe a-humming: 
 Zounds boys join in chorus, hey all the world for us, 
I knew the dear Joy was a-coming. 


Now proce with F 4.90 ſinging, well make a round- | 
Young 4 nhag ſhall play i in the middle; 


- Now for it, my ranter, one tune of your ' chanter, 


Shall beat the harp, hautboy, or fiddle. 
Tour pipes, hs Grogan, all other ones logging, 
Tune up in a meaſure ſe friſky; 


To hear Lanſtrum Poney, what heart can be ſtony, 
W hlle'er we've a bumper of — | 


11 * Come, : 


— 


Come, Larry, play over the march of the ens, 
The rakes, and the drunkards, and 
Lads, rather than quarrel, we'll ſtave a whole daa 
So damn it, more work for the cooper! 
Come drink about e ee er fill up your 
„ hank 
And, landlady, bring us a teiteher; 2 
But barkce, no roguing, —you know Larry Grogan 
Can find out the hole in a pitcher. 


Come drivk avon Larry, let's laugh and be merry, 
This world it is nothing but ſarrow ; 

To- day let us caper, and ſweal out life $ taper, — 

It may he extinguiſh'd to-morrow.  ' 

Yet if Death do approach us, he never dare broach 
The raſeal had better be vi ; - 

We'd call him a har, ok deviate re, 

And bone his dry bones to the Devil. 


Among Re eratchede; well pla: up watches . 
And drink a whole hogihead at Hammond's; 
From thence to Moll er we'll viſu the fe- 
0 males, "4 

And toſs off a cag to Doll Ca. 
We'll touzle the tatter of each mother's dau ohter, 
What fays my young worthy ſweet Larry? 
Come, lads, never fear us, we'll rant it like herocs, 
But mind we are nerer to marry. 2 


Now faith, Larry Grog gan, with never a rogue. on, 
| PU 5p to thy ea with pleaſure ; 0 
So down with ta glaffes, 481 haul in our lafles, 
In dancing we'll Mick to no » meaſure, | 5 5 


well breke, Larry Grin, tis time to be j jogging, 
We reel with a motion ſo weary: | 


For piping and dancing, for ſinging and prancing, 
Who er ſaw a e Vs 6. 


A. 
32 


\'ER the lawns, up enn aa 


bound, 
on 1 with. the os Loki lag 


Kind breezes, il greet ran rs — 
crown "4, - 


* Joni) TE Y- 


H OR US. 


Roſy health blooms about- vs with natural — 
Whilſt Eæho re· echo d enlivene the chace. 


Lies all the gay larks'as they ſoar thro' the iy, 
Their notes in one concert, unite 3 © 
The muſic of hounds, when ſet off fall cry, 


Would yield 2 more tuneful delight. 
Roſy health, c- 


"Tis 2 8 ks divine! 
Freſh air and full exerciſe (yield : 


At: night, en brave. boys, ver the juice of the 


I wen ting to rhe er field. - 
e fs 1 5 M24; EMA 


* 
«. j 

«+ 2 * 4 * * * , * 

1 * „ 94 ; þ 

* i FS 22 14 _— . 

S- » >. "4 Py * * fe 8 0 4 > 
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The REPRIS AL S. 
Tame 8 cone rouſe, Brother wee. 


2 en 


rouſe, brother tars! hark the ſeamen all 


| 2 
We're order'd to fight, ets us conquer or Se; 


The crumpet's bold nates, and the cannon's loud roar, 
Will chide the dull landſinen, ling ring ſhore. 


Revenge has juft ſent us a proſperdus gale, Aa 
Directs all our thunders, and fiſts every fail; , 
She ſoon will aſſure us we arm not in van, 
And make us all Fich, with the polls of t] e main. 


Leave, RAVE, my drave meffinates, the ſmiles of the 
air 5 
Tis George that demands all che heart you can n ſpare; ; 
Then tell em that love muſt to glory give placez 
Soon beauty ſhall welcome the conqu 
Ta cz, jovial hunters, your-ſports ye * 
. Vere glory awaits you, on Ocean's wie eld qu ; 
We . an of oma Chace; 3 nobler Sache we've in 


CC. 


Tis Frenchmen ah fly when we Britons purſue. 


Look yonder | | look yonder | ! Monfieur 3 is in fight, 
aſte to bear down, and prepare forthe fight; 
Bot coward-like Frenchmen ne — blow, 


They, failing e dr Ons. 


7 * 


Like ſons of old England, onte owercſane, 
The humbling their flags, to aux 8 broom: 


Thy fleets, haughty Louis! have 2 ap cue, 
And , thus ve make the Repriſals, long due. 


— 
> 4 


DEIL 
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brit TAKE THE WARS. 


Pil tak” the wars that hurry'd Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworu; - 
They made him captain ſure to undo me; 
Woe's me] he'll ne'er return. 5 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run: 
Day and night 1 did invite him, * 
To ftay at home from ſword and gun. 
| J us'd alluring graces, 
| With meikle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then os och dropping fall; 
And had he my 
Preferr'd to — 4 alarms, 
By long grown mad, without the man of God, 
| I fear in my 6 I had gramed all. 5 - wit 
I waſh'd and patch'd to make me look — © 
Spares that they told -mewould catch the b 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; 
For a new gown too I paid meikle money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 


My love might A 
e ms 


- My petticoat I ſpotted;: -.. 


2 Fri 


nge too with thread 3 4 wot 

Late-ſhoes:aml-fitk haſe, rs full over knee. 
But, oh! the fatal thought, 
To Billy/ theſe are nought; 

Who rode. to towns, and rifled with 


When ke Gy ldi have rund., | 
I, 158 ** 


9 I * If — We 2 


- TAKE. 
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TAKE A BUMPER AND TRY. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſsy -- 
That ! 8 my dear Chloe, and Rick to my | 


But to you, . of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, 
And if you n them, why let them alone. 


 Altho'I EE left her, the truth · Tl declare, 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a N 1 fee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own, 


But tho ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth the _ 
fon z 


But tell me, ye 8 baner deine, 
* you 8 er ſee 2 frown 1 in a bumper of wine 2 


T ˙ 0 In ahabvivetae, - 
Yet lilies and roſes are co d by tine; 
But in wine, ſrom it's age age, uch a benefit Hows, 
That we Wes | it the: heeter, the older it * f 


They ms: wy love would/i im tic havo been 
ne", 


| 8 3 Milne prove, 

The wiſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no yival contends, 
For OT more we love liquor, the more we are 


: | She 
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She too might have poifon'dthe joy of my ute, 
With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when. with love we engage, 

It brings on Ae and haſtens old age ; 

| But wine from grim Death can its votaries fave, 

And keep out Yother * there's one in che 
grave. 


Perhaps like her e ever falſe to their word, 9 
She had left me- to get an eſtate or a lord: = 
But my bumper, regarding nor title nor L 


nn while 1 eat dan by myſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 

| She's rid of hier-lover, and i-of my pain 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy; 
Should JO doubt what I —— 4 * and 


The LASS df the HILL. 
T. the brow of. a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs Frey 


Who the Pangs of atabirion or love neer 
had felt, : 

A * fer maxims till ran in her 1 

was better to earn; eier the eat her own bread; 

That to riſe with the lark was conducive toheuth, | 

And to folk in a W contentmqut was 3 


Young Reger chat liy'd in the valley 1 2 
Who at church and at market was reckon d a bea 
Wou' d oftentimes try ofer her heart to BR. 
And would reſt on * pitchfork :0 tell her his tale; 
- | With 
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With his winning behaviour he'ſo page on her 


heart, 


That quite artleſs herſelf—ſhe ſulpeAed no art. 


He latter d, proteſted, he kneel'd, and implor'd, 
And would he with the grandeur and air of a lord ; 
Her eyes he commended with language well-dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaſt ; 
With his fighs and his tears he fo foften'd her mind, 
That in EAN compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'd. 


But as ſoon as. he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion in a moment decreas d; 
And now;he, flaunting all over the vale, 

And boaſts of his was =o to Suſan and Nell; 
Tho! he fees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 


And nn erben * makes her his)eft. 


5 po 
Take- kak; young incidents of Brieaiit's gay Ille, 
How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile; ; 
For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in ev'ry vale; 
Who to.tourt * e you, wil try all their 


1250 kill; 
; But remember the Lafs at the ; Brow of — 


+- 


. r AAT OI AI. 


EHOLD on the brow the tees ply in a the 
=. one 
5 2 calm e e 
church ſpire t nts through the trees 
As ous N . un the Dae. ; 


- © ov & * * ” . % 4 
» d 


The 
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The playfat colts lp ge dams to the brook, 


2 ow and fatently glides; _ 
The ſurface ſo — and ſo c clear, if you look: 


It reflect the gay green on its Ades. 


In farm-rard, feather d f. "5p 
r 


yo nh ed — en enflaving the eaſt, 


beauty can ſhew. 144 
th 
Beige 12 ——— oy EY 


Lou Aang r repeat, 1 


market the corn. 


Indatrions, their wives, at abate of their cots, 
Sit ſpinning, dreſs d cleanly, tho? coarſe, = 


To their babes, while 3 the traveller trots, 


They ſhew the fine man and his horſe. 
At the heels of the Reed bark the baſe vill age mbelps, 


Each puppy rude echo beſtirs ; . +. [yelps, 
— the horſe, too high bred, bounds . from their | 
Diſregarding ti clamour of curs. 70 


Ilideral Railers thus envy be 


tray, 
When merit above them they. view; 
But Genius diſdains to turn out of his . 


Or afford a reply to the crew. 


To contempt and deſpair ſock Inſanes we commit ; 


But to generous rivals, a toaſt— 
% May rich mer reward honeſt ſellows of wit, 
4 Here 32 health to thoſe P n 


* l. K* 


Po 
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A. MAN TO Mx MIN p.. 
. C 
INCE Bora rs {ap Ele gie 


To all Batchelors grecting-thels lines are premis'd ; 


I'm a maid that wauld ma ayes ſhall Lfind 
(I viſh not for fortune) "bing 'my Mad : 4 


| Not the falrweathit# fop, fond"bf faſhion nit face; 
Not the Jp that can wake to n Joys bat the 


| chace ; 
Not I . e Take, Wbt ne bak can 
Neither- this—that-—nor bother che Mail to my 
Mind. , 43.79% 99 3 27:4 WY DUTIES 1% 7 
Not the rhbyafacd"ſot, chat toßes world withon! 
end; 40 


Not the urone, who ales reliſh kis bottle and friend; 
Not the fool that's tos fond, „nor the churl that's 
unkind : 

Neither 6 Pother's the Man to * 
| Mind. 


Not the wank with fall bags, kt breeding or 7 


merit; 
Not the Flaſh, that's all fury n any ſoirir; 
Not the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind: 


Neither this that — nor rother's the Man * my 


| Mind. Tt $f Cr tn 08; 
8 But the Louth, in whom merit and ſenſe may con 
whe won eſteem, Con and; the fair mont 
| In «x bs 4 * truth are with honor 
combin'd : . .. XZ. 9 


| Thim—thi—and no other s the Man to my Min 


2 


* 
w 


1 
f 1 *. 


4 
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„The MORNING DEW . 


$ ET Nr praiſe the to w u- bred toaſt, 
wa 27 Ke 


k their ſy * 3 —— 
eme Roſs my Jene ban Baal it, 5 


4 5 win .the Morning Dew. * 

— wild-s o wile 097 wt 
pes tap. de maidens beings, 

he _ FFT AP, SEW, 3... As 


| an 5h; artleſs; pen that 
11 e Fe e {ru 
| 50 12 Peußve Ge N 
ny * Nie 96 2 never — 4 


hile y Ina. native, fra, 7 5 1 
on! 22 . Morning Dew. e 


dll a bard; :who2beſt can bring j 
. any he tothe view, 
1 Fealize what they but ſing, 


my | een hg; Mg Her. 5 i. 

5 © Grubſtrect N to talk, TINY 
gor e bebe ieee 4 m0 
— | hat you thro” Love's Brea aa, | 

th oi peeling Dex, . 1 
ind ; 1 | 2:3 aft 144 L 4 8 4 0 „ 
» IN) Ins wa Envy. n 3 


*. — Hs 14 1 
got, 1 ous 
Beide the ning Dew. „ n 


„Me e fred... 


Then bow her proud, aſpiring h 
24 Before the Morning ny * 


Tk „ 
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The WANTS af the 2 
Tune _ Banks of the Der. 
AS morning, fo brightly the fire 


do 

And ſweet 3 the kettle, ri ght Wehe me; 
On a ruſh bottom d . bellows ging, 
Unhappy I fat, when I thought on m iy Aa 
Pour forth charming tea,'pour on, thou ſwe ex. river, 
Thy clear'yellow ſtreams thall be dear to me Fe, j 
For there once 1 ſmelt the dehcious flavour, 

Of Liſbon, the : pride : ro the ſweet” ner of tea. 


Bot now I'm depri d of this dene treafure, 
Oh! were each proud rebel hung tip ona tree 
For ſhould they prevail, V4 no more have the plea- 


ſure 
Of ſugar, to gecetün my ten 
Tis lo o poor I, now. dis three penet 2 
The pre and E weeteſt that merehants ean barter, 
And left me to -hangmyſeli up in my guͤrter, 


The g N. maiden that Ld _ her Ir 


> Ay inert 8 * 


"me | 


1 


But time and ben. Howe may peobups' make it 


Bleſt — dads the-lifs of Bohea; 
When it can be had, P r s 
the conifo 


But freely inn 
pan its china uiſplaying, 


My tea then ſhalt 
And from the white Fpout ſhalf the fitearlets be 
ſtraying,” . 


8 wit] + AT am, careleſſ 1 playing, 
220 r (wes ets xl uf je | n+ 

411 Ne 

120 01 Bet 2 w 6% 2285 ; 3 8 The 2* 


B%. 
+ 
» * * 
of - 4 A 4A 
„ — \ 
> 4 Dy 


. Hence baniſh old Care, and let mirth, in his room, 


= = ; K k 3 | Neer | 


— "$89. 


he 6 00 WII. 


Ar man who for life is bleſt in a wife, 
f 1 * in condition; 
860 things as they will, the ſticks by him ſtill, 
She's Ea r, Fend and phyücian. 


where is the joy, to trifle and toy, 
e foie di ft from beauty'; 
Sure, ſweer is the blifs of a-conjugal Eifs, 
Where love e pleaſure with duty. 


One extravagant whore will coſt a man more 
Than twenty. good wives that are ſaving; 
Forwivesthey will ſparethattheirchildren may ſhare, 

But whores ave 3 W 


The HAPPY NEW YEAR. 
From the New Pantomime Entertainment, call d 
LUN's GHOST. 


OME buy my ſoft ditties, ye maidens who 
love em; 
Le lads who would ſing in your miſtreſſes' praiſe ; ; 
While a happy new year, and a great many of em, 
B now the glad burthen I give with my lays. 


Bring the tabor and flaſk, with good Jokes and 

good cheer; 4 | 
Let your ſmiles give a ſunſhine ad. dull gloom, $ 

F — 


Chorus — Hence baniſh, &c. 


Ne'er heed the dll gutton, 

Who 4 the dil gn Aer its liquor and pies; 
Ti theſeaſor's good gambols ſhouid nder be fyr$or, 
Which made our forefathers both merry and wiſe. 
White round their beſfk fixes, wedg'd doſe their 
oak chairs, 
The old and young miagled, all bisds of a feather, 

And pleas'd w remember, Tue d er the years 
'Chey had pale ame day in the face * 
toger her. 


old ſot, 


Choris—Hence baniſh, e. 


Such peſtimee 2 A3 tete ſure can ne'er de amiſs, | 

When grey-beards and e may Join in 
the pley'y ' ö 

And the prudith old Ty when ſhe ſorfeits a kiſs, | 
May blunder on purpoſe the forfcit to pay. 

When the giggling young miſs, who's too modeſt 

light 

Or before tolls ſuch favours to grant to her ſi ſpark, 

Eſcapes from che rooni in a ſuitable fright, . 

„Pill found, » by her laugh, the relentz in the dark ** 


Chorus. All the frft rerſe. F 


NN — 6 e ere, 


A CURIOUS. MEDLEY. 
by the AU THOR of TVLAQCUGOROM. 


N' thou wert my ain thing, | 
Fd Her the hills and far awa ; 
70 Oer the hills and far away for — 
My wife ſhe drinks naething but fack „ ; 
Oh gin my 7 de driuk- 


Water 


hw POLITEGINGRR. 9 
— frogs. ths (a2. e © 


May increaſe the. happy, happy pæir 
None but the brave, none but the e, 


A night wi 
He's ſweeter — the New. 


Or fragrance from the new-moxn claſe, 
He's ſweeter than the April morn 


In 2 when, the rain 2 wat 
aon unf a 
Deſr being We clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd ferſeken was—ſvinging. "FJ „ 
With ſullen eee * 
With this ſame, Katharine OY 
Ah! the poor 3 Wu kel tate 
When doo d to— 
| Cauld kail in Aberdeen, and racks in rent 
Sin you meet a bonny 5 
Gre her a. iſs, and. let pe gae; 
But gin you meet a diety boſſy— . 


Balow, my boy boy, lie ſtill and ſeep, 
It grieves me fore ta hear thee weepz i 
| Bulbs, Bd box, lie ſtill and ſſeep - 
And hel awa” frac mes Daz F 
This is a melancholy day! Ce 
Heng bark, I hear "Apall's ce, 
carman 'gins to. whiſtle —— 3 
Chaſte Diana bend her bow and the boar b. 
The laſs of Paty's mill, 
Sac bonny, blithe, 24 gay, 
In ſpite of all my i, 


= 


* 
"5 


| oh 2 Me BOKITE! SINGER. 


She's n 
—— 2 ee foup- ck — 
f ny pure oc 4 2.11 OR 075 


Why * * vs, poor ſons of fig no 

Ones finding fair Daphne alone, 71. 

Awl that he hack in the world, 

And to make away with. hitmſelf was reſo}; : 
He pierc'd thro' his Body. inft 

The benny bruikit lake nes 75 
Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe 3 bd aj 
| Bite Car the; but and den; e 
And well ſhe-lov'd a—— 8 
Puſh round the bowl, twill cheriſh hs heart, 
While thus we fit round IE is; fur, 
The lover who talks of his mah and 

Deſerves to be reckon d 

A free and un accepted maldi ; / 
2 kings, dukes, and 3 + 

Fa wadna be in love wr bonny Maggy Lauder? 
A piper met her gaun to arms, to arms 
What had my youth with ambition to do? 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vo 
Give me a lafs with 4 lump of land 
And TIN. go no more a-roving, boys, by 

80 late into the flight; 

And * go no more py 


Roving oi with gve 227 Sue did move . 
Arqund- aſt-beef „ al 
And O tnt Ute Evgtith a . 
Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia; mourn; 
The charge is 


The judges all 


propdPd, ” bv 6 + ed 7 


. efrible- $i 
Withierry man 2 ea 10 band. 
And a 2 upon bis FT. I 


4 
a4 l , 7 a 2 23 1 


"4 N 


This" POLITE SINGER. OY 


But let chem ſey, or let, then do, | 
Tis a' ang to me or 
The carle he came o'er the craft, |: . 
And his heard 'new-+rthaven — - ,, © | 
And Mer bagie wi my love, 
Were I to paint the Queen af lere, ; 
None elſe ſhnuld ſit ligerg ? 
Honeſt auld John Ochiltree, 
My honeſt anld Joun Ochltren, - nen Wer 
Will you come Oer the mir te mend ; 
Row me on a lee-rig, my ain kind deary cc * 
And row me on a lee · rig, my — Gl 
But nom alas l m ate finky- © ts 
Tei them up with==-Lalldvlera, being. — 
FT. 411 VU we Tr TAI 
The modes of thaiotent fo rammien are \gfvwn, 
| That a trum dun ard metewes |- 
Upon the pier of Leith —— 
And ſaw my love come o'er the ſea, - 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
And when he comes hame will mak me 


A jolly miller gace liy'd the rixer Dee, 
He world erte, var _ 
No lark more blithe t he; 9 
And this the burthen of his ſong for ever us d to be = 
—Obo | Mr More, you're a ſon of a whore, .Y 
I with I had known your tricks 

Before the barn-door crowing, 

' The cock by. kurt attended, 

His eyes around him . 
Stands for a while ſi 

"Tall one he fingles from 0 

And chears the happy hen with 


* P i 
224. — 160 | , 


4 


Laſſy, lend me your! braw hemp-herkle, -- 37 
And PU lend you my thripling kame; 2” 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar you keekle—— 
On every hill, in every give, 
Along the margin of each ſtrea m; 
Dear conſcious ſeenes of harmleſ play, 
And naething ſure unmeet zn 
For ganging hame, I heard — 
dd adobe % H. 
Ev man take bis glaſs in "his. Hand, I 
ety drink a {health to ther king g 
Nux years may he rule : ofer-this Yan a! wwe FX 
N bis laurels for cyer freſh: Fprings: » af A 
Let wrangling and ever ceafe iris 
b opamtoy?s ph 3 1 
Neither Tory nor Whig, 


And 


With their parties looks big; ! hon -T 
Here headed all benehmen! 
——— » 0 wit tg! 
e i ae ord a9] var yo} ah 
: Ec: met boat ny bated be 211 nA 
= CY ED le En 
1 a 10 ">: 
* of the 5 er 
1 5d Nen; othild 10 2 pO 
- 0 bY 22 ot ont et do mien o dv aids bod 
eval 3 os % 319M 2:4 1 oil) — 


3 woy Avwo ita Der [ 11 % I 
| : 30490042 206Þ-3r 1607 at ona 
: * o $209 Wk 
| bo Ml whe om Ht 8575 4 
„ obnoghtt view 2.14: ee 
Hig 21 man has 12 „d end iT 
din 24 v79-4 2211 ace 1K 


r „ Catches 


* Js 


gf YT 
44 _— * 


2 7 


ion 50 3ig . { $9408 2 a» WA 


ES e and Glees. 


_ 2 4 | 


Sig >< it 
my: 0e 


+ 7 wok 0 oy dier 7 
514. * 1 1 
For THREE VDICES.. 
DAM catch'd Eve br che furbelow, 


Adam catch & Eve T1 the furbelow ! 
And that's the o'deft Catch I know, 
And that's de- oldeſt Catch I E. 
And that's the oldeſt Catch I gow, 
Ohol! did he fo, did he fo, did he ſo 
Did he fo, did he ſo, did he ſo, did | | 

WAs vod, Sir tas ybu, Se, WM 
| I tell you nothing new, Sir z. 
"Twas you that Eiſsd the pretty '1 
Twas you, Sir, you: 3 
'Tis true, Sir, — tis true, Sie, 5 
ITou look ſo very blue, . 

Im ſure you kiſs d the pretty meld, 

Tis true, Sir, re 
O Sir, no, Sir, —no, no, no, Sir, 
How can you whong me fo, Sir ? ? 


I did not kiſs the: pretty maid, 
But I know who! 


The POLITE" SINGER. 
. ; . 5 . | . | 


For FOUR VOICES. 


OSE three hogs are theſe, are theſe, 5 
| 13. oſe three hogs are-theſe ? YA 
Bu Toad | ; 


. £ ; : h 

"4 * N 

1 | And merry F Are 

. . ; | k „ 
. 1 © +, Ws | * f X 1 * 7 
= 2 ; | 
od | wo mY | 


: 


girls 
18 Bris, 


= 
0 + % 
p ? 7 
© . 4 a 
k * + * * £ , 
* N ; | | 
5 * * ; { . 
- ” a #3 3 | 
. * 


For 
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For THREE VOICES. 


WAs you, - Sir, *twas you, Sir, : 4 
I tell. you nothing new, 8ir; 
Fa you that kept, from Keppet's wake, 
*Twas you, Sir Hugh. 
Who, Sir ?-ir' Hugh, Sir, 
Vice Admiral ei the Blue, Sir 3 3 
Bold Windfar twice aloud did call 
To deaf Sir Hugh. 


'Twas he, Sir, "twas he, Sir, 

"Twas he that could not fee; Sir; 
Who thought the day, the day was \night, | | 
Twas blind Sir Hugh. bp 
O! Sir, O! Ol Sir, 

And was it, was it fo, Hir? 
Who lagg'd a- ſtern to knot and ſplice, 
Do you. know who! 


Twas Pattifer, *twas binnen, 
Wich dilly day dally, Sir; 
What ſplicing, een all the while! 
Was't fo, Sir Hugh? | 
Here's a fad dog, Sir, 5 1 
To ſplice his very log, Sir, 


And then accuſe brave . Sir, 
But that he'll rue. 


non s. „ 
And now, Sir, rejoice, Sir, 
Witty hand, and heart, and voice, Sir; > 


From noble Keppel Frenchmen fly, 
Without Sir Hugh. 
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For THREE VOICES. 


ET ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born oer men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks: deſign d; 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 


| Crowns TUu throw: beneath- thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings ſhale tread ; 
| Joys encircling joys ſhall-meet, | 
Which way Cer thy fancy" lead. 


Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſure: are: 

Thou ſhalt only know delight, 

All the joy, but not che care. | 


For THREE votes. | 


ARK! the bonny Chriſtchurch . 5 
One, two, three, four, five, fix; 
They ſound ſo woundy great, ſo wond'rous ſweet, 

And they trowl ſo merrily, merrily. 


ki the tr and Rk bb.-.. 
That every day at four and ten, 


Cries, come, come, come, come to pray'rs| 
Arid the 3 * before the Dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting, 1 the fimall bell at nine, 
To call the bearers home; 


But the ne'er a man will Jeave kia — 


Til he heap the mighty Tom. 


The POLITE SINGER. 399 


For FOUR VOICES. 
Ex the bells now ring, and let the boys ſing, 


The young laſſes trip and play ; | 
Let the cup go about, until it be- out, 
Our learned Viear we'll ſtay. 


Let the pig turn reward, hey, merry, hey, 
And then the fat gooſe ſhall ſwim; 
For verily, verily, verily, her,, 
Our Vicar this day ſhall be trim. 


The ſtew'd cody ſhall crow, cock-a-dood l- deo, 
Aloud cork-a-doodle thall crow; 3 
The duck and the drake ſhall ſwim in a lake 
Of onions and claret below. 


5 We'll labour and toil to fertile the ba. 


And tithes ſhall come thicker and thicker ; 


Well fall to the plow, and get children enough, 
And thou that: os learned, 0 Vicar. 


ve * _ wy, good fellow, be Jovial and - 


And let the beak moments paſs jocund away : 
Here's the King——take your bumpers, my We 


Britiſh ſouls, 
Who guards your fair freedam, thonld crown your 
full bowls. | 
Let eee happy—ſce Lewis brought | 
own, : $4. 34% 
| And taſte all the 


, 00 caves, of a crown. 
* 
„„ 8 * 


} 
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For THREE VOICES. 


Hi merrily looks the man that harh gold} 
He 1 but twenty, tho' threeſcore * 
0 
How nimble the bee that flieth about, 
And gathereth honey within and without 1 | 
Hut men without money, A * 4 8 
And bees without honey, * N 
Are nothing better than droves. 


For THREE. VOICES. 


INCE my Phillis Has fallen, has faller! to my 
| 3 ſhare, r fair; 
In a bumper TI drink, ri drink, i drink' to the 
And the man here who envies me.moſt, . 

Let him bid me ſay mote, fay more, fay more to 
| "that toaſt; 
For a larger PR don, ſoon change my'cup :. 
To the brim full, to the brim full, to the bra fal 
Fill the conſtable,” to the brim il the conſtable, | 
To the bran fl the t le up. 


. WOE vöigrs. 2 


"ENCE with care, chrptaitit,h Nen 
Were Jollit 22 DE ; fo 0 b 
Pee grief in leafere dw UN + 

| ploy. 


rth this tappy night em 


Let's to friend{bip'tts oer , 1 
Laugh, and ſing ſome good old an; 
Drinks Bealtin is dove eee 
* they long 1 in tri 


reign. 


For THREE VOICES. 


T ACE, nn come, come, once 
more, N 

Jack, thou rt. encore, de, encore, once more. 
Jack, thou'rt—I can't, Int get in, I can't get in, 

I can't get in, I caw't get in—— 
Come, come, come now, do you begin 
Stop, ſtopNτh goes v ho goes the laſt! 
That's wrong, you're much too faſt too faſt . 
I beat, — tis very plain, 

"Tis very plain, tis very plain, tis very plain; 

Now for it once— now once again. 

O Sir, you're quite too low a 

Hold, hold, you're now too flow. 
0 frayl you're got too high, you're got too bid 
You're got toa high, you're got too high ; þ.— Res 

Good g pruy let . 


| For TAREE VOICES. 


E 1 AVE 0 any work firs taker; miſtreſs ? * 5 
Old braſs, 'old pots, or kettles, | 

i mend them all with 2 tink, terry tink, 

And never hurt your metals. 


Firſt let me have hut 2 touch 1 
Twill ſteel me againſt cokl weather; 

Or tinker's trees, oſs vintner's lees, 

+. Oy n e. 


But of your ale, your nappy ale, 
For [ am oldy. and very cold, 
And never wear a — 


i For 
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For THREE VOICES. 


HEW a room, ſhew a room, ſhew a room — 
ere's a knot of good fellows are come, 
That mean to be _ | 1 
With claret and SY 
Each man to mirth hne di. Ae 
And for the reckoning 4 acH noics ! ! 

Give the red noſe ſome white, 

And the pale noſe ſome claret;. 
But the noſe that looks blue, 


Give bin a cup of ſack, twill mend his bue. 


For THREE volcns. 


CAD ſhe not care enough, =» asd 8 
enough, 
Had the not care enough of the old 23 P : 
She wed him, ſhe fed him, and to the bed ſhe led him, 
For ſeven long winters ſhe belped him. on; | ; 
But ohl how ſhe nigl'd him, nigt'd him, rr. hi, 
Obel how Rag ain N ©. 1 
W ii 23 
For THREE: votons. HORS 
£35353 411 * nnn 
RM, arm, arm, arm, . our ancient 1 
| Clad in Iroſt-ard ONT 
OP Cold Winter b: . 2 
Here is wine and ſirès on Nen, brave boys, on 
This will make him refireyif he. deres dend; 
Truſt to ſack, not to ſteel, 


oo W bat che it "makes you rect}: n 
Twittle, twattie—Fil us another botthe. n 1 
- . * — 1 For 


- 9 
* 1 
* 7 » 1 0 „ * 
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| For THREE VOICES. 


OW that the Sprin * 611'd our * | 
Witk kind and active fire, | 


And made green liveries for the plains, | 
And every grove a quire;z 


Sing we this ſong, with mirth and merry glce, 
And Bacchus crown the bowl; + 
And here's to thee, and thou to me, 


And every thirſty ſoul. 


Share ſheep that Kare them, cry, we an; 
But ſee that none eſcape, 
To take off the „that makes us merry, 
And plump as the luſty grape. | 


For THREE VOICES. 


1. thow xt a toper Jack thov'rt 2 oe, 7 
; ring, BU ng: Fay quartz, |. 
n ring, ring, ring, ring, rin 
8 55 öder, 0 eber e > lj * * 
were a ame to part. | 
None but acuckold, a cuckold, acuckold, acuckold, 
Bully'd by his wifc, for coming, coming, 


Coming, coming, oming, coming, ing, : Y 
Coming, comp e ns lakes. 7” 
17 4 | 


free f 3 57 7 

6, 15 | 
A 80 art yo! 50 a 82.7 gere. 3 
| Kpok bo en 2 bb knock 
1 — crys Paſt two o clock. 


For 


* The POLITE SINGER: 
| For THREE... VOICES. 


F all the * birds that ever I "oy ＋ C 
"The owl is the faireſt in her degree, F. 
For all the day long ſhe fits i in a tree, 3 
And when thenight' comes away flies fa... 
Te- whit, te-whoo, 
To whom drinks thou? 
f Sir Knave to thou. . wr 4 
This 2 is well fung, 1 eke) ou 2 "ow. | 
And he is a!:tiave that drink tl now... 1 


Noſe, noſe, noſe, my | 
And who gave thee st Jo red * Ee 
Cinnamon and iger, 
' Nurmegs Ai claves, _ 
And chat gave me this Jolly. red noſe, 


by 1255 5 mE voters 


VE yd obfetvd the w wench * Ee 


"Bhe'; g c y hoſe 2 
Le the is ver e * of 


IN 15 e 
Or have Jou g * ſeen, « or 52 | 
The mortal with a lion tawriy be: 
He lives 38 5 A Kea | 
And ſtilf he : 
_ Since'theſe are . 
Muſicians, Site cantelic 


Then r e „d no 1 Nees, 
Her ieh ebe i a Fo we ll ng chalk: 


"IE 987 22 LEST 


qo # 


» byy 


1 45 


For 
2 * ; | : 
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For FOUR VOICES. 


OME, drink to me, and I will drink to t 
And then ſhall we full well agree : N 
1 have loy'd the Jolly tankard full ſeven mere | 
more, | 
 Tlov'ditfo long, til I went upon the ſcore; _ 
He that loves not the tankard, is, 3 man, 
* ng right ſoldler chag loves not the can, 
ap the cankin, toſs the canki nn,. 
row! the cankin, turn the cankin, 3 
128. I 17 n 


That 8 we may qua round fr rom man to. mae, 7. 
53 8 Ss: * 


ror FOUR volcks. 


EE, my boys, the foaming bowl, 
Le Jolly tapers. me — round), 1 1 


ſeize on ev 5 
ill loud 8 I 


vaice e reſound- 
Toren ag wealth beauty health, 
| Wit and Birth i A re crown” 'd; | | 
* ' abvuind,plcafure's found; ; a) 
: Only ar the gal: goes 'round. 


4 188 & bit C85 * 


"= TREE voss. 


or ev — IT; PU 9 — 2125 11 


25 ack, on, a, de to bene n de- 


— by Clare it, Te Ne . iff) 


Pye mind. we Sonde Fackits our noſes with elaret ; 
Says Tom, it vill do you harm Man vun think ) 
Pie on you, fays Jack, when live/without drink? 


Tu ne'er baulk my wine, — here's ta hy diſpoſe: 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray loak' af hi noſe. 


406 The POLITE SINGER. 
For FOUR VOICES. | 
: - oe Roger to Nelly, Suppoſe I vert 4 


| Suppoſe I were dead, 

Us Roger to Nelly, Suppoſe 1 were dead, 

Wau'd you get another, wou}d ou 15557 Fever 11 
Goodman in my ſtead, in m ry 4 1 

Wou'd you get another 8005 14 

Yes; that ont 220 Fw 

, man, do not 0 8 5 
Tes that I would, na, torn N48 I'd oger, [ 
Pray, man, do not rare, do not. ſtare! 


Wo d you have me hug 2 pillow and better, my dear? 


Wou d. you have me hug yes and ad my dear? 


For THREE volcks. 


ET us lore, and drink our Bat, 5 
We ſhall ſpend dur means che quicker 
Here's ro thee, kind friend: bf Nhckier: | ah 


For or. "THREE" volers. 7 
r t 2s | 
See what ist you lack?! 
If you can find a toy to your mind, be ſo kind, 


H e 8 2.4364 
ere CS, an mafks — 
*b Cbraiz i Jer; dS erf Wu 


Gloves made of boy a and toys for your 
Aud rich perfumes oder een, 


++: N > 2 6+ 2 

il hs 1g GU 43; { 
I 

VV 


* * = 

4 1 * 4 2 — 
F . 1 4 a a4 © 2 

— 


For 
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For | THREE ' VOICES. 


AYS my lord to his lady, as together they fat, 
8 Shall we go to ſupper, or do you know what s 
You know what, you know what, yog know what, 
You know what, you know what, you know Wat? 
Shall we go to ſupper, or do you knew what ? 
With an innocent faiile then teply'd the good lady, 
With an innocent ſmile eng 0 the good lady, 
With an innocent ſmile then reply d the good th 
Reply'd the good lady, with an innocent nile, 
| Then d the good lady, © 
What you pleaſe, my dear lord—what your pleaſe, 
my dear lord, 


What you pleaſe, my dear Joxd,—but * nt 4 
What you pee, a gear load, Ac. = 


Fer. FOUR. mond. 77 3 | ** 


7 OME; my boys Jovial ' 
While we wil-are” bh öf * 
Jo be fad it is at ſin, , 
And Old C II bai in; 3 7 
But Anacreen, ty ſage, N 


1 xvT* 


Shall rule us s preſent age. 
Come, then, let us in chorus Join, * 
To , God of Mirth and wine. ; 


For”? TREE voters. 
HOGSHEAD-was offer d to Bacchus bis 


A : brine I 
The od was offentied, becauſe . vine vine; | 
Then curs d in a paſſion—damrrt, rot it, and mar.it, 
Pidſt' ever know Bacchus drink other than claret ? 
So the jolly red God having empty'd the white we 


Retutn'd the poor Vot'ry the hogſhead to ſh—e in! 


4 4 The POLITE SINGER. 


For THREE VOICES. 


FE 647.904 ber maid, x a merry 
8 rg e hd a 
Joan lights hes candies then, and es them bole 


pright,. 
With che bed k the blew them out, with the f. 
. cond gave them Hight: 4 
Tn.comes my lady; then, with all her might and 


main, | 
And blew chem out and ing and out d in, and out 
* and in. again 


— 


For FOUR vorers.. 
JRITHEE au me che glaſs, till it laughs i in my 


_ OY 

He that whines for a laſs, is an ignorant als, 
For a bumper bas not its fellow. 

Come boys, let us ne nor care for our. chink, 

Be jovial, and . F 

To the king 11 Ar- queen, the royal thirteen 


Hines! n buzza! W 2 
i * | 
END OF 1 Catchn nn 0. GLEES. 
: wg 7 > £1 5 5 2. 
wi 2 21 ie 2 hot e a 
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1 0A8 T8 


AND 


SENTIMENTS. 


— 


TAY honour and nate . triumph 

: 1 over vanicy and hypocrilv. 

| May an honeſt heart never feel diftreſs. 
May Providence unite the hearts that love. 
More friends, and leſs need of th. | 
Riches to the generous and power to the merciful. 
May irth and good- fellow ſhip he always in faſhion. 


May we never want a friend, and a bottle to oy 


him. 


Perpetual ſpring to friendſhip. Wind and love. 

May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt ex- 

pPreſſions. 

Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

May they never want, who have a ſpirit to ſpe, 

Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. 
Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friend{hip. 

Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. 

* Succeſs to the Fair Sex in, all their undertakings. 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms. 
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May we be incorruptible by intereſt, and uninſlu- 
enced by power. 

May authority be amiable, without debafing its 
dignity. 

May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, 
nor a credulous girl out of her virtue. 

May we never ſet our re to ſale, or our con- 
ſcience to hire 


May we never deſtroy any perſon' $ cradle to elt 
bliſh our w mn. 
May we never praiſe any man to undo him. 
May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May thoſe who inherit the title of Gentlemep by 
birth, deſerve it by their behaviour. | 
" May our benevolence be bounded only. by our 
fortune. 


May our ability for doing good be oy by in- 
clination. 


May we never be influenced by jealouſy, or go- 
verned by. intereſt; - 
May our, virtues be rather the. ecke of Halen, 
than the gifts of nature. 
. . "es our hearts have for tenants, truth, | candour, 
and benevolence. | 
HgBenſibility without inequality; and — without 
E 3 vehemence. 
3 May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, 
but always deſexve it from public {ſpirit + 
May he who has neither wife, taiftreſs, or eſtate 5 
in England, never have any: ſhare in the go- 
vernment of. 1 | 
May we always be able v0 reſiſt the aſſaults of 
proſperity and adverſity. 
Iby candour and da always be our-governing 
N 


May 


at; ay our eee be ſound, though our fortune 
be. rotten. -. | 5 
May temptation never conquer virtue. 


May temporal concerns never break in upon ſpi- 
ritual duty. | 


May virtue be always amply rewarded. 

May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May we be lovcd by thule whom we love. : 

May he wha wants friendQip alſo want ſriends. 

55 Sele to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 

Delicate;pleaſure to ſuſceptible zninils. 

Honour and influence to the public-ſpir: ted patrons 
of trade, | 

The honeſt ſmith, who refuſed to ſhoe for the man 
who vote d. againſt his country. | 

May we never ſpeak to deceive, nor liſten to betray. 

May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful when en- 
"gaged under the banner of juſtice. _ | 

May the wings of extravagancy be clipped by the 


ſciſſars of economy. 


May the evening's diverſion bear the morning's — 


reflection. 


All that loxe can give, or ſenũbiliy enjoy. 
Health in freedom, and content. in bondage. 
Good luck till we're tired of it. 


Long corns and, ſhort ſhoes to all the enemies of 
their cquntry. - 


May we always have a friend, a know bis value. | 
May virtue always prove victorious. 

May we never taſte the apples of afftlition. 

May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 

May, power be influenced only by juſtice. 


May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit rather than 
money. 


May he that made the Devil take us all, 
Mm 2 1 


* 
+." oh a N 


Fr 2 The POLITE SINGER. | 


May our repieh entatives ftrenuouſly 4 what 
they have wiſely reſolved. 

Contempt to thoſe who ſtrut in foreign foppery, 
to the hurt of the trade and manufaCtures of 
their own countr 4 

Diſappointment to thoſe who barter the cauſe of 

thei country for oftentation and pride. 

N ay freemen never more be conſidered as property 
to be led to market. 

May we be flaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing but merit. 

May all great men N and all good men 
great. 


F May no coward wear a red coat, nor no hypocrite 


a lack. N 

May religion never 1 a cloak: fbr guilt 

IW'ay the womanwe love de honeſt, aud the land we = 
live in free. | | 

A ſafe voyage to „ Marryahind. 


|  Condeſcenfiow to the ladies, and fanding honour 


to the gentlemen.  _ 

Days of cafe, an&iaves-of p pleaſure. 

, Health, joy, and mutual — : 

"WJ Decent economy, and fragality without Weine 

8 Liberty of tbe * and * farourite volume in 
ſhee ts. 

N Love without fine, aud fe Wundt cate,” - 

May all honeſt hearts find a friend in need. 

The man who daves be boneſt in the work of 
times. 

The unian. of two fond Hearts, 

Pleaſures here, and happinick hereafter. 

The friend we love, and the woiron we dare'ras, 

TDaſte to our pleafure, and our taſtes” 

The Four 1 to a oben. bt © 
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May peace never be bought with the _ of 
honour. 

Combaiity; unity, navigation, and. 1 | | 

May Britons ever ſhew themſelves brave; and may 


the brave meet with ſuccels j in every quarter of 
the world. k 


A head to earn, wy a heart to ſpend. 
All Fortune's daughters but the eldeſt. 
Independence, and a genteel ſufficiency. 
Love to one, friend ſhip to few, goodwill to all. 


May the ſingle be married, and the married happy. 
May we never know ſorrow but by name. 


May thoſe who lore truly be always believed. | 
A'cobweb pair of breeches, a porcupine ſaddle, | 


a hard trotting horſe, and a long journey to all 
the enemies of Britain. 


Every man his right, and every rogue a halter. 


May our repreſentatives, like nn be elect- 
cd by ballot. 


May power-be influenced only by juſtice... 

_ May genius and merit never want a friend. 

Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 

Succeſs to the arms of Britain. 

Succeſs to all men of parts. | 

May we never want reaſon for faking: or love. 

May Engliſhmen ſcorn to be ſold. | 
May we never want courage when put to a ſhift. 

May the rich be happy, and the poor content. 2 

May we have in our arms whom we love in our 

hearts. ; 

Confuſion to thoſe, who, wearing the maſk of Pa- 


triotiſm, pull it off, and deſert the cauſe of Li | 
berty, in the day of trial. 


Sunſhine and good-humour all the world over. 


Mm 3 


LITE. ANGER. 


Companions attend, I'll a ſentiment give, 
A toaſt which * will not ſcorn: | 
May they who can taſte them, love's kifles reccive, 
« And tenderneſs meet a return.“ 
For our 23 Queen my toaſt ſhall 8 
May the n&er wake nor fleep ill; | 
And next, my lads, God bleſs the King, 
And all his faithful people. 


1 will give you a toaſt, if I give no offence, = 
Here's he ſeplitire plant, and. the root common- 
enſe; 
| Here's love's Magie circle, which all ſenſes binds, 
And delicate Fe to ſenſible minds. 2 
May this de every Briton? . toaſt, | 
Ins all we wiſh to be, boys: 
Jet life be long, let life de mort, 
« But let _ "life be free, 1 heh 
' *1 if 84 | 
Here's, tO thee, haves to me, | 
On our abſent. friends we'll think, 
To our noble ſelves we'll drink, 
Then to: hun from envy free 8 
Nh loves fun like you and me? 


Jo the end of 4 day be our doing's upright, = 
May all. da the ſbeſt thing they can go-to night. 


Whilſt our; glaſſes. We * and we frolick at caſe 
": JF happineſs, ne er may we mil 

May we live as we liſt, may we &tt; FOI we pleaſe 
| _ By: we 1 pleaſe ad ve kiſs. 


Here 8 


Here's what Tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt ; 
What's that ? you ou whiſper, —wby *tis to be 
prefs'd. 7 ts | ' 


May infamy ever 9 attend; 
But honours crown thoſe who our honours defend. 


Here 8 my toaſk,—The Grand Alliance, 
Friendſhip, freedom, wit, and love. 


Here's their health, who to wine and their words 
win de juſt; - | "4 
Here's the girl that we love, and the friend we 1 
can truſt. | "1 
I, Wind, drink to thes, Friend, 
As this Friend drank to me, Friend; 
And as this, friend charged me, Friend, 
That I ſhould drink to thee, Friend; 
Friend, charge thee, Friend, 
That thou, Friend, drink to that Friend "ih 
And the longer we drink, Friends, 
The merrier we mall de, Friends. 


Here's a health to Yall thoſe that dove this * 
Here's a health to all thoſe that love this; 
Here' s a health to all thole, that love them that 
love thoſe, 
That lovs thoſe that love them, that love this. 


Life to the man whis nas courage to loſe it, 
And wealth to him who has ſpirit to ule it. 


* Health to the ſick, nar to the brave, 
Succels to the lover, and freedom to the ſlave. 


* Helding a glaſs. Here's 


4 . The POLITE, SINGER. 


Here's to Liberty, Lads, without flattery or fezr, 
And I * N pledg d from the heart by all here. 


May every day be happier than the paſt, 


And every hour merrier than the laſt. 
34 


der reafon be the pilot, where paſſion blows the 
ale, 
And prudence _— cockſwain when lore bu. the 


ſail. 7 
4 7 wn 3 0 4 * — 7 LS of. PE $ + " _-” \ly p 


| The ruling paſſion, be it what it will, 
* The ruling paſſion governs nature ſtill. 


N 9 —— 


Health, love, and ready rino, „ 
To all thoſe Rs yew and I know. 


L TheKing, a 1450 4 * Paace and len 

5 Royal Pan N 975 Love and po. 
The —— f l ünts“ Love and opportunity. 
Tune beggar's benniſon Our ibſent friends. 
i 'be ſtaff of life. Patience in adverſity 
l!be naked trubb. The land of cakes: 
uys royal arc Love for love. 

| A The road to e 's $3 2% Gaiety. and i innocence. 
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HY is » Maccaron like f Merry Andrew? 
W Becauſe he plays. the Foote! 


Why is a Dancing-maſter' mn. a cf. 
Becauſe he cuts Capers. tt tet Nor 


. fate Muſhroom like an old Waid 2 
— it's maggotty. 1 155 
3 


if 


* are a Man's Toes like an 
Becauſe they have Nails in them? 


Why is a furly dog like 2 Harper? 7 2 10 
Becauſe he bites. £6: 
Why are bawdy-houſes like rotten Add - 
Becauſe their livers are bad. __ 
Why is a bunted Mars ike a leaky b 17,3 - ml 
Becauſe it runs. 


Why is a monument like a one man ? 
Becauſe it is lofty. 


Why is a complaiſant man like a wes? | 
Becauſe he is full of bows. Why 


# - 
E * i © 

x * : = 

Fog " a 

3 7 * is 
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Why is a Summer's * like a paſſionate man ? 


| Becauſe it is hot. 


Why are ſhoes like men of === "oF 
Becauſe they are great underſtanders, 

Why is a hungry man like a razor ? 
Becauſe he is;ſharp ſeet. 


Why are jeſts like being — 
| Becauſe t i = 


— —— ears = 3 


. Why is a maccaroni like 2 


Becauſe nothing VEE him.” 


Hh Why is 2 ſharper like an cel? 


Becauſe he's lippery. - 


cher ? 
cioſe 1 2 1 . E485 


C: + Why is a mn in qeor Me 2 or? E of Fo 


Becauſe he wallows in it. 


x Why 6:anitlentor'd ae e ee 


Becaufe he's four. 22 


1 Why is whore like a Pour & {* 


— ſhe tempts to e. Lb 


$9 
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Wye a dress Ihe: erde? bz 7 
Biecauſe het Hotzhesded. cx 1 * 
3 Why is d:froundreb- live" u pen? =o 

£ "Becauſe his deeds are Mack. 2 257 
Why b. 8. deſigning win re » angebe? Is 
- Becauſe he Plays upon v. AR 
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Beginning with the Firſt Line of every SQNG. 


——_ 


DE de A — Fi 
„ i Page. 
IL. in the Deen the: FR moor'd 6 
| A beautiful face and a ſorm without fault 18 
Aſk if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet 21 
Attend ye ever tuneful ſu ans — 32 
| Aſk you who is linging here (Variety) 48 
| Aſk you who is ſinging here (Comedy) — 83 


As yet a youth and unbetray' d — 123 
Apollo, your aid, oh Four Poet inſpire 126 
As tink'ring Tom throigh ſtrecetss 93 
Attend ye bards of n 139 
As down on Banna's banka. I 25 "142 

A jolly Jack tar, but a little while "rye 154 


Adieu the verdant lawns and ned 1 81 158 
As Nell ſat underneath her cou — 193 
Away to the. field, ſee the morning looks grey 198 
As Jamie Gay gang d blithe his 8 8 0200. 
As Celia. near a fountain lap - , 2 og | 
As Hebe was. tending/her ſheep — | >a, 
As Tom and Sal, in amorous ht 12 
Amo, amaa r » 7 yas, * 
Amphytrion and his bride —— — = 
A twelvemonth agone, when 1 nud 7 my 
father — — 
At the brow of a hill! — * 


* 
A thou wert my ain ang (Medley) | 15 7 nf 299- 


! * 
| > | =: 


* 


2 


Beneath this grove, this filent "OR LL 33 


Bear witneſs, ye watch by the manſions of grace 52 
y Tweed's clear ſtream as late I firay'd + 62 


By the mouatain's 5 &de reclining — 683 


« 


IN N 
f By the delicious warmmels of Fudan mouth 133 
Bacchus one day gaxly 145 


By the fide of a green — 
Bebold this fair gran gun poo * 
Ny the fide of a | ret 3 


Bleſt 2 4h! jnunorteligntae he” - EDI 232 
Behold, my brave Britons — — 441 
fage philoſophers of ld ae 


& 
* 


f my m — 125 
Dome, ar N Gere 8 235 
3 ':4, Mii liſt to me, ye gay and ee, EPS — 176 
Dome now all ye Pewen ——  :194 
e lads :who wih fo-thine -- ab, 


395 


8 come to my ad + 
Cruel creature, can you ws Ty me 


VS my lads, with, — ei 


* * R | th 
4 - 8 gb 9 # | j 
* . * 7 Wo 
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F 
Dol and Strepbon,. I remveraber | — Ogg) 
Diogenes, ſurly and proud — 127 
Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry 1371” 
Dear Chloe, what means this diſdan — 157 
Donald's a ſhentleman + * — 2 
Do you ſee as a ſailor PII heave off — 302 
Declare, my pretty maid - — 2306 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 29 8 
Dear Katy, when ladies are willing — 322 
* take the wars —: 381 


1 E. A 


13 join with chearful heart 259 


Ere love did firſt my thoughts , bt 32% 


Fr kt u r EVITE — ä 
Fair Kitty's charms young Jen too 110 

From ploughing the ocean —?: 163 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh, 
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[de wich 21.6 * x53 

2 ruby great — our —— 180 5 

Give Iſaac the nymph who no deu ean boaſt 193 * 
333 -- 3 ö 


grief 4 2 — - . - 248 - = + ; 
For twice twelve moons 130 Hard fwd „ 
Fragrant bloom of. yellow 'broom. -. — 3 
From ſweet bewitching tricks of love „ 
From — ile, fo. fan's of old 33 _ 


7 8) * 7 
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Gre me a. laſs with a lump of lIind —— 209 
Gin ye meet a bonny laſs — 


221 
Good people all, both great and ſmall 253 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd — 2383 
Go WE bird that glads _ Wies 1 
H 
| Heavenly muſic, ſo inviting — 13 
How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 3 - 
He that will not merry merry be— 30 
Hail young Spring, the earth -adorning 33 
Harry is my greateſt treaſure 34 
He that love hath never try d — 43 - 
Hear me, ye nymphs and * ſwaia — 84 
Hollo, keep it up, boys — 3 © 


Here's an ald ſong made by an ancient pate 

How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green — 169 
Hope, thou nurſe of young deſire — 227 
Here's to the maiden or 2 fifteen — 242 
Ho ſtands the — 258 
Bos long ſhall mean ſulpie icion's power — 259 


Happy the man whofe with and care — 262 
Bo goes it, brother Jack = 
Hark, 


* ark, the joy-inſpiring horn — 281 
_ kk Hark, the Huntfman begins to found — — 288 
3 Hearken, and I will tell you how — 314 
How little do the landmen know — 


} * DT 353 
== Bow * Louiſa, dat thou faid 359 
— . 
| n > ©: let: of I NN 


{cer 1 wed, ns * girts mY 3's 2 — 2 
n glorious tints of geld al per. Fry -Gt 


| 0 , 
winna marry ny] smn 


5 Ia the ſocial amuſements of N ONS >5 
. wy en. L. told ger trus — 124 


If love's à ſweet paſſion — 
If a daughter you have” — 
Im ſorry, dear brethren 
In my holiday gown and my new-faogled hat 
In the days cf my youth  — — 
I am a country parſon  —— 
I'll ſing you a ſong 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race — 
In Jacky Bull, when bound for France 
I love you for your ſquinting ces — 
In winter, when the rain rain'd cauld — 
In ancient times, when England's fame 
In choice of a huſband us widows are nice 
In Charles the Second's merry days — _ 
I like the man, whoſe ſoaring foul —— - 
In a ſmall pleaſant village — — 
In ee there liv'd a ae beggar 


Joby mortals, * your aſſes „„ 
Jocky ſaid to Jenny | em, 
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Love's the est paſſion a of the mind 


. 


Lord, what care I for mam or dad 
1 t care be a ſtranger to each jolly ſoul 
| Let's drink, my friends, while — we live 


Let him fond of fibbing 


Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 


Let rhymers the town-bred toaſt 


M 


M 1 laddie has gane far awa' 


Mortals, wiſely learn to meaſure 
Mus Danac, when fair and young 
My Nancy leaves the rural train 
My love was once a bonny lad 
Make room, my goot- neighbours 
y Jenny and 1 have toil'd 

© My Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 
My patlion is as muſtard ſtrong 
mither's ay glowran o'er me 
My ſeep Pve forſaken 
Muſt peace and pleaſure's melting ſtrain 
» 925 luſſes, do ye 
| J = price is to 


My 


'My Peggy is a 


Jockey ken 
d all mankind 
ung thing 


My Paty is a lover gay 


N ues pretty Mogg, * re a8 foft as as A bog 360 


| Now” 5 the time for mirtk and glee 
No more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains 
+ a we're free from colle ze rules 
w pecps the ruddy dawn 
Night and day the anxious lover 
Kancy" s to the greenwood — 


wha I met yeſt 


o'cr the plain 


= * e 


— 


. * 


22 longer let oli anger compare 


— — * 
SF 


— — 


DODieer the * * the hills 


3 0 | 
O the eharms of rural life — ry 
O Nancy, wilt thou gang wii me — 107 


On Etrick banks, in a ſummer's night 8 118 
O will you ha'e à tartan plaĩt 


DOD. 
O greedy Midas, I've been told — _ 205 
O Jenny, wilt thou now comply — 223 
O rhe days when I was young — 273 
O lead ine to ſome peaceful room — 286 
On fine fummer's ee — 


One ſummer eve, as Nancy fair — 
One eve, for recreation, 8all— 
O were [| able to reheartſe 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 
Our Thomas is a blackſmich douſe 


pe 
Phoebus, meaner themes diſc 
Prithee, mule, indite my foog 
Puth about the briſk bowl 


Palemon, in the hawthorn voter 
Puſh about the briſk glas | 


Pho! pox of this nonſenſe 


R 


Rich, youngy and beautiful, Daphne the 26 


& 4 


Sce bow the decks Anna ſhines 


1 Vu” 2 


Says Plato why ſhould man be vain 
Sbepherds, r 
Sie the mn 


* 
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Since pleaſure's in faſhion 67 


Since artiſts who ſue for the werben of f fame. 141 
Bure a laſs in her bloom 


150 
Stella and Flavia, every hour — — 
Sweep, ſweep for an Eaſter Monday — 223 
gay, muſt I wing my ditant fight — 230 
" Sweet E. M. forbear to chide — 237 
Sweet Phillis, well met — A 277 
Sonnd the file, beat the drum  — 347 
| Sweet are the charms of her I love — 362 
Sweet Annie frac the ſca-beach came — 363 
Since wedlock's in vogue — — 386 
The happy moments now are near — 8 
The filver mocn's enamour'd beam 9 
There was an old man, and tho' it's uncommon 17 
The ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone — 19 
Tue queen of all nature is ſweet Jenny 0 1 | 
Ihe echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 25 
vas in that ſeaſon of the year — 26 


The virgin, when ſoften d — May — Fo 
F *Pother day as I walk'd in the u =: 5h 
Jo eaſe his heart, and own his flame <- 54 


The lily and the bluſhing-roſe — 65 
Tell me, charming, lovely creature — 73 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring Tan. > 
The morning is charming * 
The man who for life is pgs x with a a vife . 
'Fhere was once, it is ſaid; 1 | 98 
There was 2 ſhepherd's OTE 104 
The big. 27h ſhiver in the wind +=” 
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"Twas ſummer, and foto the boca were bw, . 
187 - 


ing | 
The ſun from the Eaſt oy —ͥn 
'To pleaſe me the more 134 


The buſy crew their ſails vukending — 144 
The proſpect clear d, around is Kened — 147 
Three lads contended for my heart — 150 
The ſummer was over, my flocks were all thorn 151 
The ſun now peeps o'er yonder hill —- 152 
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